the 
ouch 


" 





~ 
Y 
» 
> 
> 
a 
a 
33 
. . 
a 
‘ t 
t 
s f 





INFLEENG YS EFOLRES «IY, 





LE 





OL, 


13 


A WEEKLY JOURNAL, DEVOTED TO LITERATURE AND THE FINE ARTS. 


VGmbellished with Pine Bngradings, and FRusick arranged with accompaniments for the Planoforte, 





—_— 


FIVE DOLLARS A YEAR.) 


VOLUME SIXTEEN. 


NEW-YORK, SATURDAY, 


SEPTEMBER 22, 1S 


SUBSCRIPTIONS RECEIVED AT THE OFFICE OF PUBLICATION, NUMBER ONE BARCLAY-STREET, NEXT TO THE CORNER OF BROADWAY 


» 


vw 


(PAYABLE IN ADVANCE 


8 NUMBER THIRTEEN, 








ORIGINAL NOUVELLETTES. 
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“ It is not madness, 
I have uttered: t to the test, 
I the matter will re-word ; which madness 


Would gambol from.” 


ring 


me 


That 
A 


Winow Potty Carey was taking her sixteenth cup of coffee in 


e of the kitchens which were included in her daily rounds. The 
wo children—they call girls children in the country, at fourteen 
and seventeen—the two children came bounding into the room 


} 


Oh, Aunt Polly! we've both got invitations to the wedding-party 


lay night—printed tickets, too—look, look ! 


Gilt } } 
siil-eageda 
age 





sper—beautiful style, isn’t it, Aunt Polly!” 
The widow's dark eves sparkled the fiercer, and she appli d her- 
gif with double energy to the eatables, without saying a word 


They'll live delightfully in that beautiful house, won't they ?” 
No!” 
“We 


Mr. Montagu ought to be a jy 


|, we know people say the location is not a good one, but 


idge. She'll make him an excelle 


won't she 


wile, 
‘Never!’ 
“Why, I thought Ann was one of your especial favourites !" 
Aunt Polly took her basket and stick, and drawing her hood over 


went out without answering 


. a . . 
strange old woman!” cried the girls, 


“Whata 


it, crying, °* the 


} 


and then danced 


wedding ' the wedding ! 


antiv illumi 


night cam The Montagu-place was brill 
nated, and crowds stood in the street below, as if by looking up 
} 


they could make the property and the festivities their 





own I 


colony of blacks which dwe!t in that part of Jericho known as Gui 





a, had been plundered of all its negroes and negresses of a suitable 
age for servants ‘“‘for this night o1 ly and as their sable forms 


tted by the windows, arranging with all the important bearing pe 


their race, here a curtain, and there a lamp, the crowd 


aised cheers—partly in contempt—partly in envy—and principally 
1 NOISE Pass we on to the hotel 


make 
Mr Montag 


emuiation of 


1, we should have before stated, played the flute. Ih 


his taste for musick, all in the village who could tor- 


associated themselves im the 


Orass, 


atgut, had 
The 
e-eved Mary,” 


they were prep 


basswood, or ¢ 
tary band only tune in which thev ever at- 


‘Bp 
, 


Fr marct 


rand Jericho mil 


tained proficiency was and with this singularly 


propriate weddir uring to make their “first 


the 





grand début,” t wer said, and escor wedding-partv 


\ ' 


as ic it 


home, from the house of i's father, to the Montagu-place 


to the Widow Carey house 














Now let us go, for the last time, 
“Tt is your wedding ht, Ann; why tarry here in the al of 
edness’ Sce! M i place ts a glare of light.” 
The poor girl, whicer with fear and excitement than the dress 
she wore, turned shudder y to the mat ack 
“Do not co into that house to-r t, Ant Wickedness s in 
gh places—remember remember what the old crone tells thee 
It is written ** they shall be destroved with fire '" 
And it is your counsel t is placed me where T am.” 
Did vou strictly follow it No more—no less’ Have vou 
msented to s \ i - s on of light and imnocenes 
* ness and g t 
Never! never!” 
Follow my counsel st the Go our bridegroom waits 
( Son f 
And now to the brida She about to be sacrificed was supported 
e bride | I ridegroom stood trembling with nervous 
ement, as one who swag tt y prize w in S reac i 
$ ieari he sh yse it cause conscious he deserves it ot. The 
tty, assembled in a fearful sort of jov, seemed more like a fune 
ana wedding grou; Tie father’s head leaned on his hand—the 
n rT the fair v 1 alone appeared unmoved The service 
f ed with praver na Ww the venerabie preacher } ve ed 
ssings on the ) F mut to be consummated. a st:ll whisper 
1 the one passag “ re t domesticks stood, distinctly De 
W t CAKCTY 
r reacher’s voice trembled, and al! eves, as he hastened to a 
sit turned to the quarter whence the nterruptior proceeded 
They were not long kept suspense, for at the close of the praver 


the widow Carev, bearing her stick rather as a wand than a staff, 


At any other time, and under any 


mysteriously solemn feel 


®aiked solemnly » the room 






n those created by the 


ther associatior 





gs of those present, the effect of her entrance would have been lu- 


ne was bt d zene d 


dicrous Ss 


f } 


worm pre yious to the death of her 








hand nor ' r 
husband, now much too sn ito 


her. In leu of a belt her garments were tied about her w © same 
string that usually confined her every-day attire. Her arms, which hac 
burst e small. old-fashioned sleeves of her dre Ss, prow ded like 
bous truit escaping from its outer husk She wore ne ‘ ’ 

ca ! { gray hair sto di n ots Ihe head was ¢ cle 4 
black, narrow band, in front of which aS} rw i paste diamonds 
danced up and down, as s! heavily stepped But whatever were 
the ludicrous circumstances of her dress, to ** look on her face was 
to forget them ll.” The expressior of her flas} eves was dev 
niack ; her lips were firmly pressed together, and the wrinkles 
her chalky and cadaverous countenance were marke lby s sha 
dows in the lare of hght The bridegroom 1 ed beneath her 
glance, and At eaned breathlessly forward 


Jefferson Mont 
* Take her away—away ! s! 


*] know I 


** Thomas . 





am mad, but 





is a mad womatr 


noved t 





present why l im the mad we hey see me 
a message tor you At the feet of my dead « 1, I swore elive 
t She bade me give you this, and to assure ye« at « t 
forgave you Now let the ceremony proceed If y ive ee 
lousness ef conscience to entertain as your cony ( throug. life 
your comforter in afflictior that trembling girl besiae yo sho 
closed the eves of the victim of your seductse proceed If vou 
wish the witness of her death to be ever with you, proceed If you 
would |e y mar the hay ess of a second, as completely as v 
tne aved the first to misery, pr eed But let me sit where I 
‘ ss the ceremony Here she drew a ¢ r, and place erself 
dire \ front o e bride and ce yom Come, I have ve 
niss why do you tarry You wish to marry, and s 
dare not; whe ist [ besought you, you were yt rea Now vi 
are ready buts cs r The festa am ire lig i and ‘ 
ests walt Mc iv Mo nv have your 4 
Why, ma you ¢ d be civ » Wu v ‘ ‘ ri e' B 
why do 7 wait? Vy « s done, and Lam ready to go to 
da ef I have performed her request, ¢ Mc Wha 
s Tt her f “ na ? 
Her head fe CK Anns to her side s« © cf 
what she did. * Ar said the d somat I Lhike to di 
nv own yuse the s ie ¢ e same hand « se my cves 
the san 
Bear r e accord r to he re iest said the preacher 
sho e ma } vy self- possess 
As the pe s who ‘ ‘ ( carers of the ¢ pse steppe 
to the street, thes Ne »! d struck | Blue-eved Mary 
CONCLUSION 
The traveller if » who asks to see the lions, will be show: 
reM vu's \ There is a smoky kness about one of 
F windows, ¢ ssoned a fire that oce ed body k s 
\ er it « n The ¢ ese gates i] 
‘ im) las are t Af r remove the w r steps have ‘ , 
to disuse, and a more direct, rude flight carries you straight to the 
door. A crane for hoisting protrudes where the honeysuck'¢ shaded 
entrance was, and the sails of a windmill re volve upor one corner 
of the house The bridges are fallen and dilapidated, and the orna 


ntal carving formerly placed a 


ornaments the bar of the village 1 





! 
n 


the centres of their arches, now 


In the graveyard is a marble slab, bearing this inscripuon 


POLLY AND 
M wera 
The faults of the one were errings of insanity caused by sorrow 


ELIZA CAREY, 


d Daugher 


The errours of the other were \ toned for 


Respect and affect prompted this tribute to their memory 


Ann Haske 


Having told our tale, we are bound, as a compliment to the 


reader's sagacity, to tell him some of the many t ge which may be 
deducted there 1 

No person exists, however apparently degraded, who has not some 
claims upon the human family ter respect some human virtues as 
well as faults, and probably ne reason for his or her degraded 
condition Think of ¢ ‘ xt you feel inclined to despise 


: 


the wretched 


No man can destroy ta recoil of punish 


ment upon himsell 

And lastly Phere is, as the venerable Stapleton says, ‘a great 
deal of human na ima and, as We sa nh woman, too Let 
this account for the re; can a nalies we ave snced at, and 





ORIGINAL SKETCHES OF REAL LIFE, 


THE INCENDIARY. 


nY J HN &T nomi Ls 
I was str Re ‘ ‘ e1 t, the opera jast 
over. crow the t cts wil ‘ mes, tak ‘to the arms 
Morpheus the votaries of A ashe st me, while 
’ cntra © ¢ one ot s ity and 
tele s n ‘ © pe v, and with more 
i ate out e, veley a i theip comparing 
e€ innocent, f vant, merry ' came pea r from the 
‘ ‘ A to ef ‘ ~ ‘ , irom the 
gorgeous I ‘ \ite ‘ ‘ ed m tely 
thro has ol ‘ \ t the Cerberus 
satisty | A ‘ 4 } ts 1 the 
iw ‘ er Iw ‘ enter \ ‘ table sat 
mout t y ‘ Ly ‘ ‘ es cf cted a deep 
' 
es er { f sn by a young, 
c ‘ essed 1 4 ‘ excitement as 
I . \ ‘ ow the x ol tate twice 
s es h © We | ‘ 4 ‘ was carel sly 
fl from t ri ‘ es were heavy 
\ s lle a ‘ t drew my attention, 
vie e das ‘ ‘ ered the arena, 
ind comme ! ( ned. * Fortune 


favo ve WV ' ¢ four times 


doubled, 


** Now for 


iv owed re re down 
e more a lam sat ‘ . ( “ A dred the caster’s 
) Fifty t \ Suc were the 
varied exclama { sas the noble earl 
rose from and ‘ t taken on the 
re called seve ed x on the table, and 
I tt i ‘ f ‘ ere de ead num 
) Eleve at sied t ‘ , y-table demon, 
s rel eco ‘ ‘ w of nearly four 
sand ‘ i ( vith ou 1 noncha 
" 
s j ews.” 

I watched w {they » man I firat 

1 Alte yp Atle lushed with excite 

he sea | contents, and 
lt " ' ' « | ‘ of perspiration 

1« a ‘ find a mvulsive 

( " ! n ite resolution he 
iked 1 iH ‘ t I f reheved 
ym the muse ! ; ea t hazard table, 
ttempted to ‘ ‘ rhts of wine; after drinking 
} erately " ‘ ‘ Iw a thick, « oking 
voice, asked { The luck’s against the 
‘ | was the re vy. Then tur ng 

fre scene , vhere rtune nour, and the best fee 
os of the rt ri } tted into t ; s of destruction, 
tied l co emned Edwin Russe ruined and pennyless, 

\ led s way home w racked brain, to dwell upon his own- 
created wret Inc 1 am ruined '’’ muttered the wretched 
eing , “ ruined— | heave what will become of me ! What will 
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my poor mother say and think when she knows of my sin and folly! 


1, who atm never from her thoughts, will then be only remembered as 


a wretch, a ruined gamester' I shall go mad !" shrieked the unhappy 


man as he rolled upon his restless bed. ** Heaven have mercy on 
I dot” 
iday morn 


shiop-boy and dandy 


me—what sha 


It was Si l 


ul summer's day ; the spruce 


ng, a beauti 


apprentice hastening for a journey to Rich- 





I 
mot! Highgate, or Hanipstead, puth cigars WI aristocratick 
ideas of being mistaken for lords, talking of the incomparable charms 
of their charmers, and the romantick beautie of *“Igate,”’ and 


with cockney classick pronunciation, which invariably 
} 


hushed 


* Amstead,” 


neglects that much abused letter iH ropolis, 


The great me 


from deafening noise and bustle, tab ts periodick repose, and 
nothing save the melancholy chimu ol the els summoning the 
belles to church, to wake the stillness of the day of rest Edwin 
woke from a feverish sleep, dre ung of 1 ¢ but the fearful 
scene he had been a most promine nt actor in the night previous, a 
desperate resolution seemed fixed upon his mind, and portrayed in 
his features, as he commenced dressi self. The greater portion 








of the night he had been revolving m his mind what remedy to ay} ply 
to his desperate Cast everything had been thought of, for 
o 
W I ‘ I ea 

and self-destruction was among the foremost At length, in an evil 
moment, he remembered his property in the house was insured to 
quite its v ‘ ! determine vhen the other inmates had gone 
to devotion, to rem ‘ et the ouse on fire, and claim the amount 
insured. A wicked intention is invariably quicker performed thar 
a good one No sooner ) t of than he prepared for its execu 
tion It was past eleven when all was ready, and taking the pre- 
caution to « ! e the street to see \ othe in ungers remained, 
fired the combust he had convemently placed, d hurned from 
the door wit nove ‘ prec ately Ile had not proceeded 
many vards when he recollected a little pet bird had been leit in its 
cay irowing h portm iteau into a hackney-coach, he ran back, 
flung open the door, and rushed up stairs to save the favourite 

‘Come, move on there, you voung area sneak,” said a policeman, 
to ahalf-starved, shoeless boy, sitti upon a post, swinging his legs 
to and tre t e corner otf the street 

* Where am | to go said the bo ‘I’ve no home, or place to 
take a little rest 

* What's tl ft to me yo youna be rar’ By your own account, 
you can give no tof yourself. I'm a cood n nd to shop you 
for a wagrant, 1 it nd wagabond,” said the important man in 
otlice 


‘IT hope nut, sir,” eried the little fellow. * My father and mother 





are both dead, and ldo to hold gentlemen's horses, for a few 
pence 

* And stea ri 4, | e bo 1, vou voung workhouse bird ' 

“Oh, no, sir, 1 I never did! and although I'm nearly always 
cold and vy, vet | never eat workhouse bread,” said the poor 
child, his cheeks m ti \ i de as he spoke 

“That's all very fine, my tom-tit, for old ladies, but 1 wont do 
for me; so dye, trot, and don’t let me come across you again, 
that's 

“Tf you please r,"’ said the boy, “IT think that a man is robbing 
that house; fos st as you spoke to me, I saw one look out, and 





then take nee then T saw him run in agan 


‘Which house '"’ said the 


tool of justice, anwous for something 





to do 
* That sir,’ pointing * See, there he comes with a cage in luis 
hand And, oh! look at th he coming vut of the door 
The rried up to Rdwin, and in an authoritative voice 
deman propery that was! How, and by what means he 
became possess lof it Why, and where he was taking it?) His 
; , : 





name, ation, at 


occuy 


** T shall not condescend to swer your linpe ruunent que stions,”’ 


said Edwin, and attempted to pass on 
* No, no, you wont; you'll first go along with me, if you don't 
satisfy my suspicions. So just come into the house you left, and let 


iee-stricken Edwin 
Spt ak, and 


I 
of the p yiceman something was not correct 





me see all's rig 
, | 


turned deadly pale, his lips chattered as he 


to the experienced eye 


So giving a loud rattle, he sect risoner, by holding him im 


read lis } 


of lus comrades, 


an iron grasp who quickly came to 
his assistance 
* What's the 


“1 don't know, on! 


the eve Come, s 


matter said the first one 


vy I have a® hidea more’s in the bag than meets 





have vou the key of the door 





** No, yes, no, I think not,’ said Edwin, almost fainting with fear 
by finding out myself,” 


the 


* Then I'll save you the trouble of thinking 
+} | 


said the pohceman, searching the pocket ol 


nearly inanimate 
wretched prisoner 


The key was found, and the door opened, when cut rushed a 


body of flame and smoke, driving the men from the entrance into 
the street 
“Fire! fire '” they shouted, with all their might, and the alleys 


and back slums poured forth their idle, thievish, filthy occupants, to 






profit by rapine and destruction. The engines rattled to the spot, 





tearing down the streets, their horses at full speed, making the stones 
jump as each vied with the other to be first 

The officer handcutfed Edwin to his own wrist, fearing he might 
escape in the confusion, and conveyed him to the station-house, 
where, after stating the circumstances to tbe sergeant in attendance, 


the prisoner was consigned to a dreary cell, to be examined the 


following morning before the magistrate 
About three weeks after this, a few minutes before nine, an 








unusual crowd of well-dressed ladies and gentlemen were standing 
at the outer doors of the criminal court, adjoining the receptacle of 
vice, Newgate. No sooner were they unbolted than it was filled 
with spectators ; many of whose countenances depicted an extra- 


ordinary degree of interest. One old lady, crouched in the corner 


of the gallery, evidently wishing to conceal herself from observation 
; each succeeding respiration was followed by a 
h, and tears chased each other down the aged 


As the doors of the 


as much as possible 


cheeks, 





deep-drawn sig 


furrowed deep, and sunk with mental agony 


court were opened, she would start, and look, only as a mother can 
the 


sce 


when a child ts object of her solicitude—for it was Edwin's 


mother, about to and hear her son, her only boy, tried for his 


life. The ushers called * silence The gentlemen of the bar, with 
their black gowns and gray wigs, rose from their seats. The sheriffs 
and aldermen im their purple robes and massive gold chains, entered, 





followed by four venerable judges im scarle tand ermine, who, bow 

with dignity to the counse l, took their seats upon the bench The 
prisoner was ordered to be brought forward. Alleyes were bent upon 
him as he was placed in the dock, pale, haggard, 
After the 


wilfully, and feloniously setting fire to 


and so altered that 


few could recognize him tecnnical indictment, which 


charged him with wickedly, 


e, had been read, he was asked whether he 





a certain dwelling-hot 


pleaded * guilty,” or * not guilty Twice he endeavoured toanswer, 


but groans choked his utterance; at length he murmured “ guilty 


** Prisoner,” said Lord Abinger, ‘as one of your judges, I advis¢ 





you to withdraw that plea—remember the punishment ts death, and 
your confession cannot be taken as a reason for mitigating the ex- 
treme sentence of the law.” 


“ My lord, I know it,” 


d add to 


said Edwin, his voice becoming firm. “ But 


heaven forbid T shou my uttering, at this awful 


crimes by 


moment, a deliberate falsehood. No, my lord, no! And, indeed, if 


I took your lordship’s merciful advice, circumstances are 


and strong against me to offer the remotest chance of 
5 afl 


imputed offence. J] 


st suffer the penalty 


vuilty of the have sinned against the laws o 


my country, and mu But I trust, my lords, in 


your estimation, and in the hearts of those kind and weeping friends 








I see, there are some redeeming circumstances in my unt ippy case, 
and | il not be considered the callous fel pleading for mercy 
undeserved, when ve e heard my ef story. I was left fatherless 
my lords, at a ve early e; and my kind, doating mother, ever 
hinkine it almost cruel to refuse me anvthing, consented, relucta \ 
to my en g the army There is! the Ie ys of morality 
taught by her were soo forgotten, succeeded by those of dissina 
ti indi y I learned to drink, and, worst of all, to gamble, that 
which now causes 1 aceful end At length I was in the 
inextrie e vortex of Deeply mvolved in debt t eh my 
extravagance, ana r itur my money to lv the n natio 
of play Insteac ot t y 1 e claims upon me there 
peare i but one n e ot esca ’ v dith 
I obtained 1 the ‘ I co { vy misre 
mother a rrow Irie Is, a 1] % 
house where ifter varied I ne I s iked a 
rst Expos re ee ed me © ar conse 

ous crime Of nee | ns vested itself 
vith my loss, I no s« er tno ht of the wi 





pared for its execution. ‘Oh heaven! have mercy upon my poor 











mother!’ exclaimed the wretched man; *“* vou know too wel! the 
sequel Sobs burst from the breasts of the audience as Edwin con- 
cluded, and not an eve t shed a t Phe dyes whispered to 
gether for a few moments, and Lord Abimeger, burying his face in his 
handkerchief to otal co trol over his feelings, prepared to I iss 
the awful sentences He placed the b ck cap upon his head and 
said, in a ster uM red voice, ** Prisoner, by vour own voluntary 
confession vou are y of the crime charged with, that of rning 
and de OV ya adwe house, for the rpose of } The of 

ded laws demand ore retribution for sod ful a breac! dl it 
remains for me only to pass that sentence which my duty compels 
Prison r, you are to be taken to the place from whence vo ci 
and from thence to the e of execution, where vou are to be 
hanged by the neck until you are dead, and may vou find t merey 
hereafter which the decree of man denies.” 

Scarcely had the sentence passed when a long, } ’ k 











rang through the court, maki every one start 

** Who disturbs the court?” der anded one of the ushers 

“Oh!” groaned the prisoner, * it 1s my mother—my poor mother!" 

In the beaut:ful long walk at Windsor, which is three mites 1 
direct line, on cither side bounded by velvet t free from even the 
smallest pebl le or hole, a double row of gigantick elms sweep thei 
branches in one continued line from one end to the other, extend 


ing from the statue of George the Third to the gates of the frowning 





castle, rode Victona ona beautiful galloway, with her numerous suite 
On her left rode Lord ne, making the hghtest-hearted queen 


that ever reigned lang uly from his amusing 





wittigisms. The whole party appeared perfectly from 


ared a merry 


ends rather than a powerful monarch and 


vette 





as they cantered over the greensward they ap; 
f social fr 
lors As 
smoking 


** May it please your majesty 


party « her sage 
the palace, a carriage dr 





coune they neared awn by four 


horses rattled up to the gates and was admitted 


said the premier, “| imag 


we must trespass On your patience a short pe riod, for there is an 
c xpress o 

“Indeed, my lord, I shall be most happy for the infringement, i 
it confers pleasure upon any one,” replied her majesty 

While the queen was being disengaged from her riding apparel, 
she was informed Lord Melbourne and the recorder waited her plea- 
sure. Upon descending to the council-chamber, her majesty smil- 


ing, asked the nature of the important business to be discussed. 








“Your majesty is not yet acquainted with the necessary and jp. 


d spensable duties of this officer of the crown, and I much re or 


unj leasant task should oblige his taking an audience 


sent occasion,”’ said his lordship 


The secretaries in attendance produced from a som 



























































bag a document, and laying it on the table, his honour the 
acquainted her majesty it was a death-warrant for the « 
Y 1 Russel, convicted of incendiarism, requi the 
ture the girlish jovows expression Vanis 
count queen—a n" arble paleness spre d ‘ ‘ 
tures as she stood gazing on the fatal which was 
the sentence of hurrving a miserable being from earth, to t 
presence of the Omnipotent Creator She took the pe 
trembling hand, for the first time commenced the melan« _ 
tears swimming in her eyes— tere a stroke had beer 
g down the pen, said, **My lords, I cannot, w ot 
‘** You can exercise your roval prerogative of mercy, — 
your majesty,” said the recorder 
n indeed I will, and may heaven pardon his offence 
* said Victoria, the merciful queen of Eh gland 
—_— 
DESULTORY SELECTIONS, 
MUSICK ON THE WATERS, 
Hark ' while our ship is swinging 
\bove the ocean caves, : 
rhe twilig gaie ts bringing 
Soft musick o’er the waves 
Ah! from what isle of pleasure 
Floats the harmonious sound ? 
To that entrancing measure, 
A fairy troop might i 
Hush! now it faints, it 
Now with a peal sublime 
Struck by the wind-god's fingers, 
It drowns the billowy ¢ ye ' 
The stars more brightly glisten, 
The waves beneath the moon 
Fall down and seem to listen, 
Enchanted, to the tune 
Now mounting, now snbsiding, 
It swells, it sinks, it dies 
Now on the swift breeze gliding, 
Over the deep it thes 
So sweet and so endearing 
he strau , that ere ‘tis done, 
7 hought seems absorbed in hear ng, 
nses In the one 
THE JEW OF HAMAH, 
Once upon a time there lived in Hamaha certain T 
Mustapha, ving accumulated some wealth by ¢ 
trade in goats’ hair, determined to make a pilgr \ 
His family consisted of his wife and two slaves; and 
sisted on not being left behind, the good man resolved 
his stock of goats’ hair, to take all his household with hin ' 
shut up his house ull hisreturn. ‘The only dittculty that . 
itself was what to do with his money He did not like t 
risk of beimg robbed of it m his journey through the des 
not like to leave it in an empty house, and there were 
his fnends to whom he wished to trust the secret of 
ter much deliberation he placed it in separate parcels 
tom of five large earthen jars, which he then tilled up w 
and on his departure sent them to the bouse of one of his g 
hours, a Jew named Mousa, to keep tll his return, tell 
it was a stock which he had laid wm for winter consumy 
lew, however, from the weight of the jars and other cu s 
suspected that they contained something more valuable ‘ 
Mustapha was fairly on his way to Damaseus to 
caravan, he ventured to open them, when, finding bis expe 
realized, he took out the go d and filled them up again 
so carefully, that nobody could tell they h een dis i 
poor Turk, on his return from the pilar soon fo 
trick that his neighbour had practised upon n; but as the 
were exactly in the same apparent state as when he left! 
as there was no evidence as to their contents, it was pla 
egal process could give him any redress- He therefore s¢ 
to devise some other way of punishing the Jew, and of recover 
f possible, his property ; and m meantime he did not 
nicate lus loss to any person but his wife, and enjomed or 
strictest secresy After long consideration, a plan suggested tts¢ 
In one of his visits to the neighbouring town of Hems, w 
was m the habit of going to sell his goats’ hair to the manufacturers 


{ fur which that place is famous, he ft 
troop ef gipsies, who had with them an ape of extraordinary 
He prevailed on them to sell him this animal ; and « 

ly to his house at Hamah, shut it up in a room to wa 


He 


robes and the 


f the rah] 
0 he mashiakhs, 


gacityv 
Ing it private 


no one but himself had access then went to the 


wught one of the dark scanty small caps or 





ha speckled handkerchief tied closely round it, which is the 
Jews throughout the Turkishempire. | 
yto puton whenever he went to vs 


d costume of th 





dress he took care invaria 








his ape: anda alwavs carried him his meals, and indeed né 
slowed any other person to see him, the animal in the cours 
few weeks became extremely attached to | Imping on his B 
and hugging : caressing him as soon as he entered t 

About this ume, as he was walk ng along the streets one Cay 
met a lad, the son of the Jew Mousa, and having enticed lim in« 
his house by the promise ef some figs, he shut him up a clos 


soner ina detached apartment in his garden, at such a distance 


trom the street d from the ether houses in the town, that the 








s confinement. 1 
to gain any things 


could not discover to any one the place of | 








Jew, after several days’ search, not being able 








him, eoncluded that he had either been drowned, or had strayed ¢ 

of the pewn and fallen into the hands of some wandering Bedoums 
and as he was his only child, fell into a state of the greatest cer 
pair; till at length he heard by accident, that just about thet 
thas the boy was missing, he had been seen walking in compat! 
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THE NEW-YORK MIROR: DEVOTED TO LITERATURE AND THE FINE ARTS. 





— 
» Hadgi Mustapha. The truth instantly flashed on his mind, taught the barbarians of the west to look with just scorn on thew THE FAMILY CIRCLE 
























































regret his e recognized in the loss of his sen some stratagem which the many-writing machines. But even these were nothing to the pre 
- ih had planned in revenge for the affair of the butter-jars He cious stones that covered him from head to foot 
: stely summoned him before the cadi, accused him of having His bonnet, in which a peacock’s feather was st ick In a most ¢ FABLES—FROM THE GERMAN OF KRUMMACHER, 
y iis possession, and msisted on his immediately restorng gaging manner, was surmounted by a sapphire of at least the size 
2 Mustapha at first strenuouslv demed the fact; but when one of a pige on’s egg; his shoulders and sides sustained a real burder THE SHEPHE TEROA 
* e witnesses positively declared that he saw the boy go into his of treasure ; and as he was one of the handsomest men at court Amos, the shepherd 2 ‘ f Tekos. came dow , 
yse, and when the ¢ idi was about to pronounce his decree. that he being exceedingly corpuient, and, indee¢ 1, as his flatterers gave out « te to Jerusalem, and walk« the people, and s - 
. r nog him into court dead or alive—* Yah alah, el A A’ hardly able to walk, it may be imagined t he proceeded at no en . ras B = we le, the ‘ . ‘ 
" d, ‘there is vo God but Allah, and his power is infinite ; dignitied pace. He would have mdden in his sedan, had he bee (Israel and - , Kee : 
work miracles when it seemeth good in his sight Itis true, lighter of body, but so much unatlected cor ence Was nott ‘ ow ‘ . sine : i r ews 
uh ed he, addressing himself to the « _ *that | saw concealed, and he went on foot that nobody n t suspect | ‘ l earnest t ‘ vely emblems, t { . ‘ ; 
ew Mousa’s son passing by my house, and for the sake of the pretending to a dignity that he did not possess Behind him ree d's and his s = eee , as e. : 
) subsisting between his father and myself, I invited servants attended, clad in most gorgeous silks , the tnudie One || \ ‘ ‘ ar ‘ to A slit . . . 
. ‘ i d tu ¢ SOME which I had st been g ring. eld his umbrella over his head; he on thet it re ala hd y ‘ s \ ‘ t } ‘ ‘ s 
. wever, repaid mv y with rudeness and abuse whereon were carved the exploits of Whay-Quang ; and he on the . . . ; ' \ 
<3 ‘ e eve asphemed the nan fourholy prophet: but scarcely left sustained a | e bag on each arn eco v nm and Bb » «@ . f 
e words passed his lips, when, to my surprise and horrour, he areca-nut, the the ravishing preparation of st whi l'ekoa i ge + Rod 
— F y changed into a monkey In that form 1] will produce possesses t e five relisnes All the servants looke tiie ne Wa ta ‘ tla J i 
Case sa proof tha shat I te you ms true, vo w“ see that is the master, that to say, straight forward, with their eves ma ‘ \ role , aan cal : 
e nediately recognize his er At this instant a servar stically half-shut, onlv they cned every now and then w 4 P \ ie . 4 , , 
F was waiting on the outside let loose the ape into the divan, Who — Volce ‘Vanish from be e the strious Wue, lavourite of | j \ , ‘ bs , 
«ee t the Jew was the only person present in the dress to mighty Bre er ol es iM ‘ , ' ta . < 
e was accustomed, mistook him for his master, jumped upor Thought e looke c rto the mght nor to t ett, 
—_— snd « ¢ round his neck with all the expressions of fondness e could not ve the great nage that Was pa Las \ swore l'ek Whe \ 
child might ive been supposed to exhihit on o re we vy the faces as the voices the 3 t But one pers . ‘ , 
3 » his parent Nothing more $s wanting to convince the 1 Bonzee, seemed transy a eyord all the rest with an ¢ ‘ ‘ ‘ P \ ' on ) 
—= fthe truth of Mustapha’s storv \ miracle, ar m jusiasm of admiration, followed at a respectful distance trom 
ev cried o ‘oreatis A ih. a iM mmet is his pre et lis side ow rtot ear t ev vy te es, and exe | An ¥ P | . , , 
e Jew w edto take the onkey and retire from the Thanks to my lord for his jewels \fter repea stor , | 
\ com vas now his only res¢ ce and accor aly SIX mes, he reased the express s ol $ ! . - 
‘ s vas dark, and he could go served, he repairs to ¥ inks tomy istrious rom s poor servant, ft his i \ ‘ ‘ ‘ ave ‘ 
\ s house, and otlered, if he would liberate his s tu re rious jewels —And en ap Thanks to my strious ‘ s ‘ ‘ ‘ \ 
e money which he had taken from the butter jars The whose eye knoweth not deg mi, f 1 his poor serva ‘ Amos ‘ | 
‘ ‘ t ed his olyect, consented to release his prisoner Mt fit to exist before t 8 veis that make the rays \ 
to ke s Y cr t, he st ted that the « sul On . ! t ae ec was ‘ \ 
‘ removed 1 t and that the father, w 1 his w ‘ s ed vered ‘ s (luo « ri \ . 
vy. 8 ad imme ely tthe place The poy belwt uu s ¢ yno lo er, t ec, de ‘ k i . . 
s re ed shake and so great was the sre it g [have not given y ‘ vels,”’ said the lavourit ihe \ P : . 
to which the Jews fell in consequence of this adventure, that and why s d you k me f ' . 
‘ ed one erthe other, and e have ever since bee “Rh ent ; answ e | gain bowing ) ‘ \ ‘ t . 
, » reside in Haimah earth “ you say Is as € hive sims of Fo, N | \ ‘ \ 
\ tat r ty siave re s $ s s bor ( " ‘ 
OU! ’TIS THUS THOU ART DEAREST TO ME. we xigstica You must know So ‘ \ st t 
that of my sect | ve pe s the re st taste for « , 
i) tis t sw t ringlets are strean Y, IV se Seeing my ‘ ‘ " ve be t et | \ , : 
Thou'rt ever most love ynd b t j ’ 
- s i ving so gre a pleasure said » myst i : ‘ . | . 
And while merrily, me v beaming eat ¢ svery k on \ \ ‘ 
l © eve ove $ laug vit t . ca t 1“ ‘ ‘ oe takes « ‘ 
Ol tis thus when t yeart s s o'erflowing, nains to preserve it e while. |. who nine ; 
And ca tis as fond as tis tree ; t vy it for not ' One vw . . 
Like s uns lonty for wing, \ ed years er, W ‘ erour Whang heard s en ( i ! ‘ 
Oh =t s thou art dearest to me ‘ P ve « ‘ , ‘ \ \ wi ¢ 
Let them sparkle ‘maid d mds who may, love, dered the dead J ze 1 . the rank of ( i 
I cauty re es not their aid . — 
Oh! to me ‘ts a far sweeter ray, love ACTORS. sities = s 
ee een ats ox tone. Madame Rollan, w ed in 1785, in the seventy-fifth year « rhen ' ’ 
The world vhat’s the world, sho smile, love . 
’ , ’ ra vasa ( " ( ve - . 1731 \ . : s 
Ihe world who could think on t with thee - 
- f ved her protess vale t to the las ear ¢ > ne f t 
Away, let or revile ve, fe She ad so muc celebrity r tha iv one ey 
g spr ea Ta t no icess 3 i¢ i d Vas ¢ ore \ i { ‘ 
an tis thus whe vr ets are streaming, the n er to make y to audience for r not a ‘ ‘ 
: l rt eve t love t: pearing thie ‘ YW all dancers as ‘ 
, l e eve i . u rit t vith riemture ( vé sa ‘ \ ‘ 
thus essed t ence Ladies and gentle | \ \\ \ } t 
IMPERISHABILITY OF THE WORKS OF GENIUS. *'“ xh shes. ae cegeltnass a thal a io rs 
rece ae . » tes . ares ' ali , ‘ 
t One can searcely help feeling humbled when he meditates on Jollan having dislocats r ancle i Wish la ecn her neck ! ! 
@ Drieiness Of his own 1 tal existence, In comparison w the as 
$ g gt tume which the great works of nature, or even the works In Quin's time Hippesley was the R : of vw comedy l 
t, will exist im a good state of preservation In this view of j & » ect ; eek, occasion , d 
"Ss, an inanimate piece of stone, carved in the figure of a statue, the fire. bv a careless 1 w“ fant, w h ‘ i ve 
5 . turvives far longer than a human being; the Venus de Medicis has whimsical! cast to his te res ( vers vith Quin cones ' | ‘ ‘ ( v4 
' > a hundred generations pass into their graves; and there, u s son, he told him, he some ts of brine n on the , , 
) cold marble, does she still stand, to be gazed upon with undying % “() ‘ } vat your t ml nk ] ‘ 
ect : admiration. What scenes history has she passed through! What = x hich time v ‘ s face 
kingdoms have risen and sunk, and gone into forgetfulness, sine: : e » 1 
] 8 ne forth from the chisel of the sculptor! Look, also, at the On one of t st? ts of the ope f Cymon at Drury ‘ | S 
i ed existence of cer n celebrated pictures When Wilkie the ‘ shen the late Mr. V« ) y the st arrinm the ) | 
tire ’ tisited t Escurial in Spain, and was looking at Tita spicture of a¢ vhich runs, \ | ‘ 
the Last Supper, he was accosted by an aged monk, who said to , oa . ; 
I f ‘ ake he ‘ ) ‘ 
bum, * I have sat daily in sight of that picture for nearly three score : ; ‘ t ' 
j idissatished musical crilicn hamediat ve the actor's t il \ t o j 
of years ring that time my companions have dropped off, one after maf r : mee ; 4 . < ? ne . , ‘ 
covering another; all who were my seniors, all who were my contempo- [08408 eee Sedona ; PS ee ey ne , ' . { , hos 
ccm raries, and many, or most of those, who were younger than mysel! ; ae ROS er ee eee ; abt vhy does nature so a¢ sale thus oat the ; ; 
€ re than one generation has passed awav, and there the figures —" ene I ness I - ile fi Ita t 1 ‘ ’ ‘ i i ‘ sy ' 
ted itse the picture remain unchanged! [ look at them till IT sometimes This unexpected circumsta ut embarrassed poor Ver ~1¥ \ le! wered the fe Vou anses , 
s here think that thew are the realities, and we but shadows.” Surely this tin a moment recovering eli, he ry in reyomder, the | : , . » af am Lb . my : 
facturers monk had in him the soul of a poet owing words, instead « ; on inhouse . ‘ a 10 mak nail ae 
. i . the vhich we ¢ 
THE TRUE ENJOYMENT OF SPLENDOUR. . ; Not el ear r the ! is Tt 
"" . COlwve rye ‘ ng ‘ ts ( er f at 
wa A CHINESE APO! Ur pitately mace his exit’ amid the plaudits of the nore nporlant st Sha he not estimate that « ius ie 
D less, saith the illustr s Me. he that gaineth much pos- eau veneral ' y Vivat yand su ne st 
ape session hath need of the wrists of Hong and the seriousness of . . . —— . not ¢ 1OF oe » ead to admurat of that which has 4 
| : Shen.Fee, since palaces are not built with  tea-epoon, nor are to be THE FATALITY OF A BELIEF IN FATE. ‘ t ar ty 
pa a kept by one who runneth after buttertles But above all it ts ne It is all fate with the Turk; and his present ¢ t and pros IN t. my ‘ father I ree w yo I jr 
; ‘ cessary that he who ecarreth a great burden, whether of gold or | pects—his ¢ iracter reckiess, rant and bes t n ‘ ol . , ‘ . s they sli » be, not of Bats ONE 
x suver, si { hold his he as lowly as is necessary, lest on lifting mpoverished, decaved, and dismembered show to what px t of is sSavuld 
a 1 he bring his treasure to naught, and lose with the spec ruin this fatal dectrine ts le ’ t notes but one v ' - ‘. 
rs the glory of true gravity, Which is meekness. and thet of a Very ques t vil ves courage In the te 
; are . sho wast son of Quce. who was the son of Quee-Fong { bat | tis the we « erence—it lead ' A » gif ve faney in Exee t dis 
. . sthe five hundred and fiftieth 1 ne descent from the tto face dange tto! ‘ hike oF n fore atmmputation § & Plato iH poctry was 
a aa r ret ered Fing, chief minister of the Emperour Yat He carries into private lif sme absurd creed, and fate renders yall wl ew dll s declared of n tha 
: stance eu k out inthe streets of Pekir i the lustre of his n ferent everyvil t ed n to mmprovement ( ' _ sor Pu r 
it the rink. Quo, besides the greatness of his birth and the multitude « He spends his lazy davs on a diva t and tho ess but use be blinded him, so that he conti 
no I ra eiae i shinents, was a ce tier of e first orcer, and his | ! yg smoke He ais no energ ane dee ne om ses t ( s ite I \eschylus, and ner masters of song 
tidings L ‘ t hung down to the g nad, ‘ ires pot aspire to distinctior o ere 1s er I cd the € eOpner, ane A , © the soul 
: . s bur ficial roses. Te his f and s operty aret sultan s and not his owr the laws ot \ I « sce my se » @ e, to t ' 
ae sted wit amonds w which he is governed are ft e, or changed vy the same master r ) -. r that w be apr er ‘ t t {] 
and almost rivalled the sun that struck on them, led the ravished If he has property, he conceals it f robbery for the sho ‘ \ y For the holy art of poctry has bee 
eves ol the beholders to the more precious ormity of his nalis sultan and a s officers are robbe« grades—from the giv elevate him above the cat But it does not be 













nibbing might have great vizier to the petty vilage aga long to rin 8} 
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TO +e ee, 





BY FRANCES 8. OSGOOD. 


You are not what you used to be, 
When we were merry girls ; 

Your hair—that floated then so free, 
In wild and sunlight curls ; 


Or drooping, from your forehead meek, 
In beautiful repose— 
Lay light and soft upon your cheek— 


A shadow on the rose !— 


Is parted with Madonna grace, 
Above a saddened brow, 
And shades a calm and thoughtful face, 


That wears no rose-bloom now ! 


You are not what you used to be ; 
Your girlhood’s lightsome mood, 
Your springing step and tone of glee, 


Are 


softened and subdued 


You are not what you used to be; 
But oh! how much more worth, 
Than that light thing of frolick glee 


The wildest girl on earth ! 


For ever—as the joyous play 
Of bloom and light has faded, 
And tint by tint and ray by ray 


By care has been o'e r shaded— 


You have been gathering holier wealth 
Within 


Flowers, fairer than the Rose of Health, 


a store of treasures ! 


And rays, more rich than Pleasure’s. 


And while the worthless splendour stole, 
Unheeded from those eyes, 

A lamp was lighted in your soul— 
A star that never dies 


The smile of Joy—the lamp of Faith! 


The one—Earth's meteor gleam !— 
The other 


With Heaven's unconquered beam. 


—radiant, in Death, 


You are not what you used to be ; 
But you are less of earth, 
And, richer in your want of glee, 


Than others, in their mirth ! 





FROM OUR LONDON CORRESPONDENT, 


FACTS AND FANCIES, 
BY WILLIAM COX, 
Coronation—Elizabeth and Anne—Old Dr amatists—Present condition of Lite- 
rature — Bulwer— Fashionable Novels—Sea Novels 





Tue coronation ts at last over and done. ‘The poor tired queen 


is allowed to take her rest, or amuse herself with the ordinary occu- 





pations of young ladies—the foreign functionaries have departed— 
the different members of the aristocracy have taken, or are preparing 
to take, their flight into the country 


nary channel—and even the most loyal and wine-bibbing of old gen- 


trade has settled into his ordi- 


tlemen have given over riotous toasting of ‘ Queen Victoria,” and 
sip their port in comfortable and quiet fashion. The nine days’ won- 
der has subsided, and, so popular is the young queen at present, thay 
no man in England wishes to see another coronation in his day 

But the name of queen has long been popular in England. Two 
of the most remarkable periods of English history, both as regards 
physical and mental triumphs, are the reigns of Elizabeth and Anne 
The English people are fond of reverting to, and dwelling upon, 
them—and, truly, with some reason. We pass over the battles and 
victories ; they were duly spoken of in their day, and are occasionally 
alluded to yet; but they have ceased, in a great measure, to interest 
posterity ; but we cannot forget that the former era was marked by 
the mightiest triumphs of mind ever exhibited during the same period 


of time, in any age or country Genius appeared to be the sponta 


neous growth of the soil) It sprang up, in all directions, without 
care or culture, strong and vigorous—requiring pruning occasionally 


to restrain its wild luxuriance —but neither forcing, pampering, 


nor 
fostering, to quicken it into life aud beauty 

Shakspeare, Massinger, Beaumont, Fletcher, Ben Jonson! What 
names are these—the demi-gods of mind! Together with Ford, 
Middleton, Webster, Marlowe, and a host of other great original 
writers, who, like the ghosts of some of the heroes of Ossian, may 
truly complain that they their fame." What 


mines of intellectual wealth he almost unexplored in their pages ! 


‘have not received 
What noble thoughts, what glorious imagery, what rich fancies, what 
quaint conceits, what daring and startling exhibitions of the passions 
do their dusty volumes contain! 


the writers of the Elizabethan age 


Most unjust has been posterity to 

t would seem as if the enormous 
demands made by Shakspeare upon their admiration, had rendered 
them nearly bankrupt of that quality, leaving them scarcely where- 
withal to bestow a faint and cold applause upon his contemporaries 


—contemporaries, of themselves, sufficient to found the literary 
fame of a nation. 
There has never been a hearty and heartfelt love for those fine 


‘| writers. Charles Lamb is the only men who has done them justice 


|| They have been bepraised, at long intervals, by one or two, and 
|| have then again sunk into oblivion, while, to the publick at large, 
|| they have been as sealed books. Useful would he be in his genera- 
| tion, and well would he deserve of posterity, who would give to the 
|| world a careful and judicious, and cheap and popular edition of those 
|| great works. 

The period of Anue’s reign, if not marked by the power, vigour, 
and daring which distinguished that of her predecessor, Elizabeth, 
was rendered illustrious by such men as Addison, Steele, Congreve, 
It was at this time “light literature’ assumed a conse- 


\} 
+ 


Swift, ete 
quence and importance, which it has continued to maintain and im- 
prove ever since 

What the future may bring forth during the time that Victoria 
holds the stewardship of these realms, it 1s, of course, impossible to 
The seed may be sown, and may spring up and bear 
Our 


conjecture 
good fruit, but, at present, the prospect is not very chee ring. 
Titons are, one by one, dropping into the grave, or resting from 
their labours, and pigmies are endeavouring to fill their places. By- 
|ron, Scott, Crabbe, Coleridge, Lamb, the Ettrick Shepherd, and 
Shelley, are gone; and Wordsworth, Moore, Campbell, Southey, 
Rogers, Montgomery, and so forth, seem to think they have done 
enough, and have retired and left the arena open for whoever may 


choose to enter it. True, there are still many excellent and charming 
writers left in various departments—Croly, Milman, Horace Smith. 
‘heodore Hook, Banim, Savage Landor, Knowles, Barry Cornwall, 
Johanna Baillie, Miss Mitford, L. E. L. (now Mrs. Maclean,) not 
forgetting Allan Cunningham, Professor Wilson, and the graphick 
and eccentrick ** Boz ;” 


is in the hey-dey of his vigour, we have, perhaps, had the best of the 


but, with the exception of the latter, who 
others; and Mr. Bulwer remains, without dispute, the leading active 


great man. What the author of Rienzi may have in store for the 


world, is matter of speculation He ought not, however, to allow his 
abiliuies to lie fallow; for he has the proud satisfaction of knowing 


that whatever he may write is now looked forward to by millions 
with nearly the same sort of interest that used to attach to Byron's 
new poem, or Scott's last romance 

A man of genius ts undoubtedly a curious thing to look upon 
here goes Mr. Bulwer, sauntering along Regent or St. James’s- 
streets, amid the trive of fops, attachés, members of parliament, and 
such like people, who are in the habit of visiting those brilliant pro- 
menades. You would pass him without notice in the crowd. His 
figure, face, and whiskers are decidedly inferiour to those of the life- 
guardsmen on his left, or the looked-up-to of Newmarket on his 
right—and his head is, as might be expected, just like that of other 
people. And yet, when you come to think of the number of thick 
octavo volumes, besides plays and pamphlets, of which that middle- 


sized head has been delivered, and of the quantities of unwritten 
pages that, in all probability, lie snugly secreted in its intricacies, it 
strikes you that it isa very marvellous head, and you begin to have 
a little more toleration for the bit of mythology which informs you 
that Minerva marched, full-grown and armed, from the head-piece 
of Jupiter. If Sir Walter Scott could have foreseen, at twenty, the 
amazing quantity of volumes to which his cranium was ordained to 
give birth—the knights, squires, g:psies, witches, and ladies fair, 
which it would, in time, send forth, he would, doubtless, have instine- 
tively raised his hand to it in order to feel whether or not it was 
likely to burst asunder 

For one thing let us be thankful. The race of “ fashionable” no. 
ve!ls appears to be pretty well extinct, and you now dare take up a 
new publication without the fear of having it duly narrated to you how 
all honourables and right honourables eat fish with forks—of thei 
supreme contempt for porter—their invincible antipathy to cheese— 
and of their lofty and indignant scorn of people who drank port wine 
in preference to claret—together with many other equally goodly 
and important matters with which the gaping publick were for some 
time mightily edified. This species of literature bore strong marks of 
having been the handiwork of penny-a-liners-—manufactured from 
the anecdotes and narrations of gentlemens’ servants out of place, 
and waiters at chop-houses 

The nautical or amphibious class of novels, are also beginning to 
create a sensation of nausea It is an unfortunate circumstance that 


the world can never be 


favoured with anything particularly good, 
without a long train of what is equivocal, indifferent, or miserable, 


following directly afterward Cooper opene da comparatively new 


} 


world to us in his fine oceanick pictures. The sullen deep tumbles 


about magnificently in his pages, and we entered heart and soul with 


him into the stormy vicissitudes of a sailor's life, and all the perils 


of ‘the battle and the breeze.’ Then he began to wear himself 





out, a.d commenced making second or third-rate land-novels in 
place of t 


first-rate sea ones. ‘Then came some spirited sketches by 


fom Cringle, Glasscock, Chemier, and others; then Marryat’s in- 





imitable Peter S 


lang, and technicalities, and little else 


and then the dregs, replete with pitch, tar, 
oakum, s 

The truth is, that mere extracts from log-books, forecastle jokes, 
and salt-water slang, though very popular in the taverns of maritime 
towns, when officers and men have plenty of prize-money, become 
rather stale and offensive in print, especially when forming the sta- 
ple of three octavo volumes 


and any great original 


Something fresh and vigorous is wanting ; 
mind manifesting itself in England or America, at the present time, 


would be sure of the attention and admiration of millions 


Lyinc.—There was a famous problem among the Stoics, which 
ran to this purpose “When a man says, ‘I lie,’ does he lie, or 
does he not? If he lies, he speaks the truth; if he speaks the truth, 
he lies.” Many were the books written upon this wonderful pro- 
blem. Crysippus favoured the world with no less than six; and 

| Philetus studied himself to death in his vain efforts to solve it. 





ORIGINAL LETTERS FROM EUROPE, 


IRELAND. 
Cork, June 1st, 183 
Tue twenty-second day after leaving New-York we came in sight 
of Cape Clear, the southern extremity of Ireland. Our passage 
across the Atlantick, with the exception of a few days of royos 
weather, has been extremely pleasant. A sea voyage is not so p 
notonous as I had anticipated; thrown upon our own resources 
the slightest circumstance afforded us amusement. Th the 
horizon bounded our view, we wanted not for objects of contom 
plation. The ocean, in its ever-varied form, now lashed into {yp 
by the storm, the fearful billows each moment threatening to ove; 
whelm the fragile bark which staggers before them ; now repos 
as quietly as if it had never known of storm or shipwreck, w} 
the gallant vessel dashes the waves proudly from her prow. 4, 
such a time the sensation is delightful, to emerge from the cabjp 
and once more tread the deck ; the ship is moving gaily on, he 
white sails set, and scarce feeling the smooth and even swe then 
may be seen the Nautilus, with its gossamer sail skilfully set to the 
wind; and at times a solitary vessel far off in the line of the borizoy 
moving slowly toward her destined port 
Not teing able to enter the channel in consequence of a he 
wind, a party of us concluded to land at Balumore ; a smal! tow: 
but pleasantly situated on the Irish coast, a short distance 


Cape Clear. The captain informed us that we should be eble to 





sO, as we WO! ld probably be boarded by seve ral hs! ing boats du 


the day About eleven o'clock we discovered one bearing down {y 





us, and hastily made our preparations for landing. Our party co 
sisted of an Irish gentleman, an English heutenant, my companior 
and myself We took vur departure from the ship at noon 


was borne proudly away by a light breeze, and soon lost in the 


4 
mist that arises on the Irish coast, and we were left on the ocear 
in an open boat thirty miles from the nearest point of land. Th 


object of the fishermen in coming off, was to draw their lines 


whit h had been left out d iring the hignt Their manne rott 


° 

7 . 
was entirely novel to us: toa line some five or six hundred fee 
in length, are attached several smaller ones with baited hooks 
these lines with the hooks baited, and a buoy attached to ea¢ b end 


are thrown tnto the sea and left for five or six hours float; gY abou 


at the discretion of the waves, The fishermen having taken in they 
lines, and caught a fine mess of fish (turbot. ling, haddock, et 


raise d their salis, and bore away for Baltimore, our } lac e of destina 


tion Our usual dinner hour approaching, 


we began to feel the 
cravings of appetite, but how to satisfy them was a matter of serious 
consideration We were informed by our worthy captain that his 
whole culinary establishment consisted simply of a kettle Having 


made a fire in the bottom of the boat, on some stones placed 


for the purpose, the kettle was put in requisition ; and making us 
of the sea water, we boiled one of the haddock, together with some 
Irish potatoes. Our meal, although served without the usual ap. 
pendages of plate, knife and fork, was eaten with much relish. On 
nearing Cape Clear, we found it impossible to weather it, and were 


informed by one of we should not be able 


Not be 


very de sirous to spend the night Inan open bo it, much le ssins 


fishermen, that 





reach Baltimore until the next morning at day-break 


company, (whose reputation for honesty 1s not very well established 


we ordered them to steer for the nearest point of land, which proved 








to be Skull; a town situated upon a small harbour of the 


name. At five. p. m. I set my foot for the first time on Europea 


soil. Our Irish companion evinced the most extravagant signs 


jov on reaching his native land After kissing the soil, he aros 
with some dignity, and bade us welcome to * ou/d Ireland.” T 





be thus greeted on the threshold of a country, was more than we 
expected, and we partook, in a measure, of the enthusiasm of ¢ 
friend. Our baggage was examined by the coast guard, who, was 
kind enough to procure for us the only cart the village afforde 
carry it, while we were obliged to go on fvot to Scribberrine, abc 
What struck me most forcibly, on Jat 


fifteen miles distant 





Ireland, was the extreme poverty of the inhabitants ; men, womer 


and cluldren, with scarce clothing envugh to cover them, were 


be seen on every side, and living in huts that the most abject 


and poverty-stricken in our country, would turn from in disgust 
between Skull and Seribberrine is 


The country extremely w 


and rugged, only here and there a cultivated spot; trees are 
only to be seen in the vicinity of gentlemen's residences. The hills 





are literally covered with the dwellings of the inhabitants ; they 


are built principally of mud and stone, and from eight tor 


in height, having more the appearance of mounds of earth thant 
dwellings of human beings. We meta number of the inhabitants 


upon the road, with whom we occasionally entered i3to cor 





tion They were much surprised on learning we were 


America, and atlorded us some amusement by their singt lar ques 


tions concerning our country, which they appeared to look upon 3s 


the promised land. We reached Seribberrine about eleven o'clock 
and though our accommodations were but indifferent, we enjovec 


a good night's rest. Scribberrine is a populous town; the st 





are narrow and dirty, and crowded with inhabitants and so 


the latter a large number are stationed there 


We left Secribberrine the next morning, in the royal mail fo 


Cerk, a distance of about forty Irish miles, where we arrived the 
the same afternoon. The country is one continued range of cu 

vated fields ; not a spot susceptible of cultivation is left unimprovec 
On our route we passed through Bandon, the princely residence 
Lord Bandon. We were much annoyed by beggars on the route, 
who surrounded us on every side, and often, by the exhibition of he 
most revolung deformity, endeavoured to excite our charity. gE. 
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AN AUTUMN STORM. 


BY PARK BENJAMIN. 





Tue Northern Wind hath blown his bugle blast — 
And trvops of clouds come hurrying on the fields 
Of the broad sky, and wide their banners cast 
And lift above the earth their massive shields 
Now, all unmarshalled, all unordered, they 
Make preparation for the dire affray— 
Their weapons are the sleet, the rain, the hail, 
Concealed behind huge parapets of mist :— 
Lo! now their keen-edged fury doth assail 
The guarding atmosphere, and o’er the land, 
Save where its breast 1s cased in rocky mail, 
Pours devastation—at thy stern command, 
Oh Northern Wind! 
! 


Till thou art conquere d by some hostile gale 


Nor will the war desist, 





——— 


ORIGINAL PENCILLINGS. 


LETTERS FROM UNDER A BRIDGE. 


NUMBER TEN 


BY N. P. 


WILLIS 

Tue box of Rhenish is no substitute for yoursel{, dear doctor, but 
it was most welcome—partly, perhaps, for the qualities it has in 
common with the gentleman who should have come in the place of 
+ The one bottle that has fulfilled its destiny, was worthy to have 


' ar d 


at anything can 


on the Susquehannah, and IT 


from you that will 


been sunned on the Rhine drank 


not 





ever believe come 





So I shall treasure the remainder for 





ymprove upon acqua ntance 


I should have th it superiour even to the Tokay I 





right hours 





tasted at Vienna, if other experiments had not apprised me that 
y life sharpens the universal relish I think that even the de- 
heacy of the palate is affected by the confused sensations, the tur- 


You will have your 





moil, the vexations of life in town say you 

sict chambers, where you are as little disturbed by the people 

around vou as I bv my grazing herds. But by your leave, dear doc- 
} i lieel 

tor, the fountains of thought (upon which the senses are nola littic 


tt clear and settle over-night, like 
You 


wodily sensations as well as your mind, in tranquil control It 


awell. No— 


must live in the country to possess 


dent) will ne 





por in a day, nor in two 


your t 


is only when you have forgotten streets and rumours and greetings 





forgotten the whip of punct vality, and the hours of forced ple i- 


] } 1 
sure—only when you have cleansed your ears of the din of trades, 





} 
of wheeis 


ustomed to coutend aga 


} 
the shuffle of feet, the racke and coarse voices—only 


1 your Own voice, acc st discords, falls, 





through the fragrant air of the country, into its natural modulations, in 


harmony with the low key upon which runs all the musick of nature 


—only when that part of the world which partook not of the fall of 


Adam, has had time to affect you with its tranquillity—only then 


that the dregs of life sink out of sight, and while the soul sees through 


ts depths, ike the sun through untroubled water, the senses lose 


their fever and false energy, and plav their part, and no more, in the 


day’s expenditure of time and pulsation 


1 


‘Sull harping on my daugher,” you will say—and I will allow 


that I can scarce write a letter to you without shaping it te the end 


ol attrac 





ng vou to the Susquehannah. At least watch when you 
egin to grow old, and transplant yourself in time to take root, and 


then we may do as the lo—defy the weathe 


The oak itself, 


about it, will break if left standing alone ; 


tor, have known the luxury of friends too well to bear the loneliness 


trees ¢ r til we are sepa- 
} 


if it has grown up with its kindred thick 


nal 
ana 


tated 


you and I, dear doc 


of an unsympathizing old age 
’ 


reread 


Friends are not pebbles, lying in 
} 


every path, but pearls gat! with pain, and rare as they are pre- 





us. We spend our youth and manhood in the search and the proof 





of them, and when Death has taken his toll, we have too few to scat- 
I feel 
the avarice of friendship growing on me with every year—tightning 
Who : 
Phe richest are those who have drawn this wealth of angels around 


g. Come, my dear 


ter—none to throw away. I, for one, will be a miser of mine 


sixty is rich in friends? 





my hold and extending mv g 


lrasp 





them, and spent care and thought on the treasurit 


loveliest of our bright 





tor! I have chosen a spot on one of the 
nvers. Here is all that goes to make an Arcadia, except the friendly 
ts shade. I will choose your hill-side, and plant your 





iwellers in i 


grove, that the trees at least shall lose no time by your delay Set 
It is terrible 


The 


You cannot faney 


siumit to your amlution, achieve it, and come away 





to grow old amid the jostle and disrespectful hurry of a crowd 
academy of the philosophers was out of Athens 
Socrates run against, in the market-place. Respect, which grows 


“hes 





wild in the fields, requires watching and management in 
] 


étus have an old man’s Arcady—where we 





can slide our “ slip- 





pered shoon” through groves of our own consecrating, and talk of 


the world as without—ourselves and gay philosophy within. I have 





illing upon one or two in other lands, who, like ourselves, 


are not men to let Content walk unrecognised in their path. Slowly, 





, surely, they are drawing hitherward, and I have chosen 
places for their hearthstones, too, and shall watch, as I do for you, 
that the woodman’s axe cuts down no tree that would be regretted 
If the cords draw well and Death take but his tithe, my shady 
“Omega” will soon learn voices to which its echo will for long 
years be familiar, and the Owaga and Susquehannah will join waters 
within sight of an old man's Utopia. 

“My sentiments better expressed” have come in the poet's corner 
of the Albion to-day—a paper, by the way, remarkable for its good 

° 


selection of poetry 


the common run of newpaper fugitives : 


** A man’s best things are nearest him, 

Lie close about his feet ; 

It is the distant and the dim 
That we are sick too greet 

For flowers that grow our hands beneath 
We struggle and aspire, 

Our hearts must die except we breathe 
The air of fresh desire. 


But, brothers, who up reasons hill 
Advance with hopeful cheer, 
O loiter not! those heights are chill, 
As chill as they are clear 
And still restrain your haughty gaze— 
The loftier that ve go, 
Kemembering distance leaves @ haze 
On ali that lies below.” 
The man who wrote that is hereby presented with the freedom of 
the Omega 
The first of September, and a frost! The farmers from the hills 


are mourning over their buck-wheat, but the river-mist saved al! 





which lay low eno gh for its white wreath to cover; and mine, 
though sown onthe hill side, 1s at mist mark, and so escaped 
Nature seems tv intend that I shall take kindly to farming, and ha 


spared my first crop usual calamities I have lost but ar 


acre of 


even the 


and that by 





corn, I think, crows, who are privileged 


marauders, welcome at least to build in the Omega, and take their 


tithe without rent-day or molestation. I like their noise, tho 


discordant It is the minor in ul anthem of nature 





making the 
gay song of the black-bird, and the cheery chirp of the robin and 


oriel, more gay and cheerier. Then there is a sentiment alx 


their raven famuly, and for Shakspeare’s lines and his dear sake, | 
love them 

* Some say the 
The whic 


ravens foster for 
thelrown t 


wn children 


nests.” 
\W no shai 
Say that poetry is a vain art, or that poets are irresponsible for the 


For sake, l 


ten days’ since, | 
the field-mouse, 


(OS lamish in they 
The very name of a good deed shall protect them 
iT rr s's 


moral of their verse 


beat off 


hot 


my dog from nesi of a and forbid the 


mowers to cut the grass over her. She has had a poet for hes 


friend, and her thatched roof is sacred I should not hke to hang 


about the neck of my soul all the evil that, by the last day, shal! 


have had its seed in Byron s poem of the Corsair It is truer of 


poetry than of most other matters, that 
* More 


, watere 
Than wots the 


leth by the mill 
miller of.” 
But I am slipping into a sermon 
Speaking of musick, some one said here the other day, that the 
distant murmur of a 
The 


o or 
g or 


mingled hum of the sounds of nature, and the 


city, produce, invariably, the note F in musick voices ofa 


tune, the blacksmith’s anvil and the wander an, the « re 


bells and the dustman s, the choir and the cart-wheel, the widow's 


cry and the bride's la oh, the pr soner’s clanku gy chain, and the 


schoolboy's noise at pl 


is all ** F” 


av—al the height of 





onc! It two hundred feet in air! 
soar both our joys and miseries, and the lark—what are they in his 


chamber of the sun 


If you have any unhappiness, at the moment 
of receiving this letter, dear doctor, try this bit of philosophy 
all F the bird fhes! You 


say, but your mind has more t! 





where have no wings to get ti 





an the sex ol the cherut 


your mind lies the grief you would be md of—as Caser says, 


* By all the gods the R 
1 here 


mans bow belore 
Giscard My sickhess 


bles hang below 


I'll be above F’, and let tro g t What a twopenny 


matter it makes of all our cares and vexations. I ‘li find a boy to 
climb to the top of a tall pine I have, and tie me up a white flag 


which shall be above high-sorrow-mark henceforth 


be elated nor grieved without looking at it It floats at * F,” where 
itis all one! Why, it will be a castle in the air , indeed—impre 


nable to unrest. Why not, dear doctor! Why should we not set 


up a reminder that our sorrows are only so lees are 
I 


but at the bottom, and there 1s good wine at the top—that there is 


an atmosphere but a little above us where our sorrows melt imto 


our joys ' No man need be unhappy Who can see a grasshopper on a 


church vane 
It is surprising how mere a matter of animal spirits is the genera 


tion of many of our binest devils ; and it is more surprising that we 


have neither the memory to recall the tritles that have put them to 


the flight, nor the resolution to combat ther roach. A man will 





for an ant 








be ready to hang himself in the morning ovance that he 
has the best reason to know would scarce give him a thought at 
night. Even a dinner ts a doughty devil-queller. How true is 
apology of Menenius when Coriolanus had repelled his friend ! 
** He had not dined 

The veins unfilled, our blood is cold, and then 

We ut upon the morning ; are unapt 

Tx or to forgive ; but when we have stuff'd 

These pipes, and these conveyances of our blood 


we have suppler souls 
Theretore I'}i watch him 


With wine and feeding 
Than in our priest-like 
Till he be d ito my request 


fasts 





I have recovered my spirits ere now by a friend's asking me what 


was the matter. One seems to want but the suggestion, the pre- 


sence of mind, the expressed wish, to be happy any day. My white 


] 


flag shall serve me that good end! *“ Tut, man!" it shall say, 


“your grief is not grief where I am! Send your unagination this 


high to be whitewashed !"" 
Our weather to-day ts a leaf out of October's book, soft, yet invigo- 


rating. The harvest moon seems to have forgotten her mantle last 


night, for there lies on the landscape a haze, that to be so delicate, 
should be born of moonlight. The boys report plenty of deer-tracks 


in the woods close by us, and the neighbours tell me they browse in 


You will allow that these two verses, which 
are the closing ones of a piece called ** The men of old,” are above 


troops on my buck-wheat by the light of the moon. Let them! I 
have neither trap nor gun on my premises, and Shakspeare shall be 
At least, 1 


without complaint of damage 


their sentinel too » Robin or Diggory shall shoot then 


though if you were here, dear doctor 


gun and lhe 


fattest 


I should most likely borrow a down with you im the 


buck-wheat to see you bring down the And so do our par- 


tialites modify our benevolence I fear | should compound for a 


visit by the slaughter of the whole herd 


shoot deer, 


Perhaps you will come te 


and with that pleasant | close my letter 





ORIGINAL TRANSLATIONS, 


ROSALIE.+ 





Rosaue wasa native of a little village near Domaso. A girl of six- 
teen vears glowing with hea beauty and murthfulme ss, she was the 
pride of the village and envy of the gurls in three parishes 
A maternal uncle had « vat her mind with much care: and her 
mother, who had lived many vears in a city, had taken care to edu 


























cate her with more elegance was usual in those regions 
Following the custom « er « ntry, she was clad m woollen 
irments, and her garb was fashioned after the dress of the capu 
chin nuns. This sing costume, wl s worn by a sect of bigots 
iS ¥, devoted tot ’ trom whom the gurl took her 1 
had been brought from y sbita these mountains, 
who, from tim mmen i had ! Sl tog to that island to 
gain their liv vod by r B ¢ leather girdle which bound 
e waist of Rosa sa says | t, and ¢ vy polished the 
silver cla which fast Ss wilh whiteness also was the 
collar which hung ove or we ed shoulders, and descended to 
her yo v truce } 
Hert ‘ ved i Ale ¢, leading a life of honourable 
sO « > ve ’ ‘ try where, in 
‘ som « i ‘ ve the sweetne of his native 
s 1 « t d of his well 
collected sav s K ‘ ‘ canwhile, attended 
to the « vation of a ‘ ted w vegetables and 
olives, Which tor thres at | ts of their 
i y The noc © 4 ‘ ‘ ded le y the manners 
crt ‘ ri 
l e was “ rat Grraved i, at which people 
WSSe bled from ¢ é ‘ ‘ he An the youths 
“ picas ‘ ‘ a ot t S05, one 
‘ em ywy was \ | ‘ ne ve vasa native 
Mi ri ee \ ‘ en ire poverty 
o ca vy tin ‘ | ‘ s! \ cong 
saw Rh ‘ tent o @ ‘ me ‘ e pleas 
na ers ol ‘ ‘ " css ‘ ' I ps 
thie ee me ¢ h ‘ ‘ cr vi ow to 
} des r ‘ ‘ lke ‘ er, ata 
ood a ince, t ‘ Rope ‘ 1a r her 
‘ at ’ t ot eora hot j ved 
‘ oolie folds | ’ lle « - ok w 
‘ he \“ 1 he {. vin maw ‘ ng 
l) ‘ B © \ clo 
ess le 4 ew iY ‘ atte \ ec mocest 
< ce ‘ ‘ Aine ( empecred 
ctlul case \ ‘ e eto Kosalhe had 
uly passed the ma e< Del Vito ow Del Vero.) 
when a er. suck t ‘ “ er ( * lowered 
toward t girl She ‘ d ve herselt up for lost, 
ser ’ »>wayv of ¢ ‘ 4 ! o ed ¢ road 
t r. « the tet e. the vere ( erand 
sO earmg f t « ‘ | ed beast 
B e fearless yo eu twee the provoked 
: ‘ © tre i otte “ i he carned 
| k the ‘ ertof ‘I 
Rosalie dressed ‘ ‘ ti ‘ er 
t » te af to the eaty ! } 
" ew danger 
I! ym ent. in & . e heart t oper teelf to lov 
\ < ‘ »can ct . At ‘ Moved by the danger 
she had ¢ ed It or tand daring pre 
serve ‘ ‘Kk ‘ te er aflectu Ss} 

t ‘ \ ( ow ’ ‘ olon er, accompanied 
4 ‘ ra ‘ ‘ ‘ eu iwher ‘ 
oe t d never met w uo | ‘ ve ‘ 

4 ‘ Domaso, V inc ve of the but } er 
if eT er nm the ! ‘ ‘ ‘ ‘ 4 ! thre ha it 

: ng her, « f Sun of every month, to pra 
at the crent pa i Gravedona. The rance Of again 
st : able ‘ ‘ ‘ 

Mie r ely oO edt we ! mbie cor 
a ‘ vv ‘ ‘ or s ite ve ‘ ofa 
od educ or Ihe f ‘ Vinecnzo, who was one of this class 
( sire itno'h s Ly to the ace j ment of 
his I had. t cfore to it ‘3 crature at 
Pavia, and the « cK ‘ tM A t ' 
lee : entred t ] ‘ | ple f e,wl h 
he was ¢ y reasit he ently desired t Vircenzo shou'd 
emerge f the cl a he was tx mul W ‘ plar 
, ’ tious alliance f s sor But © tn ay her in 
d sas incline ! ! ec toc vale ge cratlections 

1 ind ‘ t litth ' of prude 

Phe k v ‘ cod S bath ‘ rt arrived, and Vineenz early 
in the ywrnor embarked } fl, at 1 ache e smuling 
gardens of Grave 1 Atte i Te s delay the ri at lengtt 
TOL ed nd on again se¢ her j ector, her countenance was 
over eaa wit mn tt i 

I will not touch on the details of ther conversation, nor tell 
how Vincenzo obtained permission from her mother to accompany 
them to the modest rool, ! to visit em at other times; any 
* This r tra ed ma sketch put nan Italian per a! 
issued in Mila ' r the title { ll Raccogittore It 1s from a number 
which appeare n 1819. It ts given mm the narrative of a traveller, who 
heard it f e of the boatmen on the lake, and subsequently from the 
ps of a respectable priest, re ent i ¢ neighbourhood. The chief w- 
terest of the narration ts derived from the circumstance of ite unquestion 


able truth 
t The surnames of the individuals alladed to are suppressed ir 
thon, 


this narra- 
this precaution | have, for good reasons, been incuced to adopt 
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one who has been engaged in an affair of the heart, ean easily divine 


how all this was brougut about. To be brief, I will only state that 








every second day enzo paid a visit to Domaso, returning at night 
to Menagio Love sat pilot in his little skitf; and if Love cheered 
his mind with chaste hopes in his p Love soled with no 
less gratetul me mes on his return vts of the girl 
her ingenuous manners atfectionate quick, cultivated 





i 


intellect upon \ mncenzo, that he firmly be hie ved he shou d 


} 


ive loved her with en affection no less ardent, if she had not becn 
adorned such ir personal beauty 

Despe ely in love with Ro e, and conscious of being ¢ ally 
loved ret 1, Vincenzo was des.rous of consummat the unio 
from Ww ie should enjoy the greatest happiness in store for non 
earth i other of Rosalie assented to the 1 tials, as she had re- 
eeived Hi nn from her husband to et ‘ ters hand 




















ster , at 1 disaain 
It was not that you should marry a peasant girl,’’ said he, ** that 

i have bestowed so much labour in the accumulation of riches ; not 
o see you form an alliance with the prough, that I have thus ¢€ xpen 
sively educated you 

\ 120, a e of the pro id ¢ A per ons of his father, had been 
ap iensive t he would at first object to the marriage, but had 
hone | to ove vine ( nanee b pe ision, by entreaties, and 
if need sho ears. But his inexorable refusal fell upon him 
like a lig rke Stunned by the ow, he repaired to the 
cottage of KR e, d ysed to the mother the refusal of his father, 
and hegwed tor syinpathy and co lin his unfortunate situation 

“My da iter sand t prudent mother, “ shall only your 
wife with the eco of vour father I pity you, Vincenzo, and 
still more dol pity my daughter, whose mind will be ill able to bear 
F i ¢ ( ew But honour and maternal duty impose on to 
tell you, that f it day forward you must not see Rosalie, but to 
extend to her t wand of a husband, with the consent of yo 
father \ ire too wise, sir, not to submit to this indispensabl 
command 

At th moment the daughter arrived V ine zo could not sp ik 
to her, but he pressed her han and burst into a flood of tears 
Rosalie understood their meanty, and fell, famting, in the bitterness 
of her gnef. ‘The mother raised her in her arms, and motioned to 
Vincenzo to depart Iie returned, threw himself at his father’s 
feet, and told him that by forbidding their nupuals he would kill his 
Only son But the vain pleberan, re solute in his purpose, coldly 


1 three davs 


Milan, 


should not return till he had eradicated this unworthy love 


for setting out tor 


commanded him to prepare 


whence ne 


from his breast 


The pain of seeing every hope of possessing Rosalie thus extin- 
guished, the severe but just prohibition of her mother, his repng- 
nance to the proposed journey, the str role, in short, which love . 


despair, and rage had kindled im his bosom, so tiercely tortured the 


unhappy boy, that he went that night to his bed, prostrated by a 


raging fever 


had received any tidings 


morning she received the foll 


Forty days had now passed since Rosali 
from \ 


In 


neenzo, when one owing lette r, 


which she recogmzed the well-known characters of her lover, 





though evidently written with a tremb! hand :* 

“Fy more than a month, .R ule ILhave remained sick in my he 
the victim of vy father's stinacy, and of my own unfort ate fate I see 
that the violen« | Vv mala Is fast hurrving me to my end,and that ina 
few da Is t » more Oh, Rosa t vou have any tee g of pity, 
do not allow ! tod witl it ryoua st tarewe 
My tather ha eto mo, W re hew namt day rhere is no 
one n it Won ita ta . Who tsatia tion for me Pray, 
N t? ta ! s itt tl ' iu bos ! 











ms len s las n t it e who dies hay t 
} ! her virtuous daughter’ T 1 Oh, what have I sa wi 
could ever w ! ve thes Who could ¢€ love thee as thou shonldst 
be if shew not yleid to thee, to my iyers, tell r that re n 
itself imposes on her this sacrifice She may, perhaps, save the life of 
an unhappy man Ah, ves, thy sight the sight of her for whom alone t 
light of day ts dear, the sweet splendour of we € Ss, thy hind words, may 
they not rest ' to m h, and s ta victim mm the already 
opens ilehre But, ata te, L wish to see you A I Wish---l mu 
see \ I wish to t to my dvi s that ir hand which Lam n 
perm ito enjoy. TL wish to fix on your countenance my eves. Less 
bitter eath appear to me wmdily nee more it to me that vou 
love me, I shall, e able te kK With trangt ty on the ter r 
hour of my last journey '" 

What could have been vour heart, unfortunate girl—what vour 
will, when you read that most sad letter! ‘To embrace her mother, 
and conjure her to do what Vincenzo desired—to wer p, and weep, 
and weep! Such was the impulse which the unhappy ere 





How could it resist 
And, besides, so desperate was the grief 


The heart of a mother is sé 
' 


indulged » tender 
such tears, such sorrow 
of Rosalie 9 the mother hers« If was conv need that by o7 posing the 
visit she could not save Vincenzo, a 
daughter! 

“Since vou are resolutely fixed in this purpose,” said the 
mother, to Rosalie, ‘ft should wish, come what may, to gratify you 
But how can we, at this hour, reach Menagio! 
the wind t | 


1 might, perhaps, lose her 


cood 
Do you not hear how 
Stephen, who has just arrived from 
Domaso, says, that the courier from Lindo was unable to make the 
lake passage, and has been obliged to go by land.” 

* And this way, my dear mother, we can 


funously blows 








hence to Me 


—Ifrom 





nagio. The journey is long, I know—it must be at least fifteen 
miles—but heaven will give us strength! Oh. my mother, we 
shall save Vincenzo! Yes, my mother, we shall save him from 


death! It will be a pious office, and you shall be rewarded for it by 
heaven. I will tell him, that only becau 
live; because, otherwise, by his death, he will inevitably bring his 
Rosalie to the same tomb.” 

**] will do everything to content you, my sweet daughter. But do 
you well know how full of difficulty and peril is this land passage ! 
The mere thought of passing the Sasso Rancio, while the win 
blowing thus, and the rain is pouring, does it not freeze you with 
terrour '" 

“Oh, my mother! my mother! And is there any peril which can 
deter one who truly loves, and who sees its love thus perishing! I 
will walk upon the edge of that steep precipice, not less securely 
than the goats which leap about the ridges of our mountains As for 
yourself, dear mother, Stephen will be a compa 


ec he loves me he ought to 





1 is 





ion by your side 





* The original of this letter still exists in the hands of a cousin of Rosalie’s 


resident in Dongo. The slight alterations which I have made, are merely in 
point of style, and the sentiments remain, in every respect, unaltered. 





He is quick and vigorous, and will be a sure support to you in the 
most dangerous places.” 
] | 


It was about four o'clock in the afternoon, when the two females, 
with their neighbour Stephen, departed from the village They 
stopped a little while in Dongo to procure refreshments, but Rosalie 


could not t 








t taste a morsel. At Rerronico they found another rest- 
ing-place—thence they set out for Acqua Sera. The sky was dark, 
the weather bad, and it wanted but an hour to sunset The Sasso 
Rancio, always formidable in the lighte st hours and in the calmest 
seasons, was now, indeed, frightful in the wind, the torrents of rain, 
and the co night 

An x 1 te yur seized the mind of the mother of Rosalie, 
and made her shudder in spite of herself Evervthing in the world 
she would have given to avo d that fearful passage , but her he art did 

ot dare to propose stoppit r to her daughter The girl s sh 
r dy ! peared to have changed her nature. > 








>and dea 











be avie to lorce nature nh 

The mother, s i} ported by Ste phe n, moved cautiously along the 
frightful path, cut high among precipices of the Sasso Rancio 
tos e followed, sco rt! er, and absorbed in far o - 
flections hey had not vet d half the path, when a terrible 
xclamation sent a chill through all the bones of the mother She 

rned, and saw, alas, a cruel sight! She saw Rosalie, whose foot 
had s pped in a very ditficult place, precipitated, he ad foremost, 
do the precipice. No succour could save the falling girl. Her 
Virgin limbs were dashed to pieces on the jague 1 points of the rock 


She rebounded from rock to rock, and was dashed into the lake. Oh, 














sad spectacle to any human eye ! tis the lot of a mother to 
sustain the horrour of this sight! 

She d fain have thrown herself from the rock after her 

fortunate daughter, but Stephen, by main force, prevented her 
With int e ditheulty he bore her to the neighbouring Gaeta, where 
t ¥ remained tullthe following . when the dead body of the girl was 
ecovered, and rescued from the fury of the waves. The 1 so 
late thie her, atter } ivil y bat ed it in te iis, and warmed t with 
Kisses, ordered its transportation to Domas here religious ser- 
vices having been performed by the church, it was burned in a 
cemetery not far from the coast, where the girls ol the village come 
every year to scatter her tomb with flowers, and to pray for her ever- 





Ihe sad intelligence was iled from Vincenzo 
> , 
Receiving no answer trom Rosal 





supposed that her mother persisted in her rigorous prohibition. ‘The 
vigour of youth, and the hope that, sooner or later, rises in the 
bosom of every lover, restored him, by degrees, to health. As soor 
as he had somewhat regained his strength, he planned some means 


rain seeing the be loved girl, whom he was, alas! never to see 


he stormy weather, and the rough state of the lake, did not per- 





mit him to arrive at Domaso tul towards the third hour of the might 


As it the 


up his 
t 


nseemed too late fora visit ve took 


dying w 


to the cottage of Rosalie, 
a contident of his love, 


He 


tha triend who had been 


ind was aware of the lamentable fate of Rosalie was a prudent 





man, and held in much esteem by Vincenzo Apprehensive that it 
would be fatal to Vineenzo to be thus suddenly Apt sed of the sad 
news, he told him during the supper that Rosalie had gone with her 
mother to Palermo to join her father id been informed of the 
refusal of the nuptials, and had sent for his daughter. Nor was this 
altogether false ; for the mother, being unable to bear the preseace 
of places, which momently renewed her pain by recalling such a 
nutter history, had gone to join her husband in Sretly 

Vincenzo sighed heavily at this intellizence, and said, that on the 
following day he would, at least, revisit the cottage where e had so 
often seen her whom he loved a tho ! 














And he Vas even then revoly In his mind a voyave to siand, 
and, after the common fashion of lovers, was dreaming of a thousand 
delights yet in store for him 

The next d , at ecarivy morning, Vineet , 1 comp yw 1 his 
friend, turned towards the cottage of Rosalie. On seeing from a 
distance the well-known walls, on which the twisting vine extended 
its green branches, an unaccustomed tremour eized him, and his 
eyes were flooded with tears The httle dog which Rosalie had 
re d with great atfection, and to which she had given the name of 
Fortunato, leaped forth playing about his legs, wa ng his tail in 
token of old acquaintance, but his ears were hanging, and with a 
sorrowful wa ic seemed to say, ** Rosalie is no more 

At the threshold sat the old servant of the cottage She had 
lamented the loss of Rosalie with a sorrow little less than that of 
her mother, because she had borne her while an infa nher arms 
had loved her as her own daughter, and was, in rn, regarded 
with an equal aflection On seemeg Vineenzo she uttered a shriek, 
and burst into tears. The fnend made a sign to her to be silent, and 


weriug her face with her hands, ieft them at the threshold 


Vincennes etehed 
March; a 


himself, im ti 


It was then the beginning of 
had 


ie 
plucked the rose 


to visit the garden 


monthly rose blossomed in a chalk vase, which he 


nes past, given to Rosalie. Vincenzo 


and bathed it with sudden tears 
' ; 
* Oh! how often,’ he exclaimed, “has Rosalie presented me 
with roses from this same flower. She valued it above all others 


But the flowers cultivated by her hand, oh, how grateful was their 


tes 
odour 


He 


garde n on the left 





an ancle of the wal! 


and kissing the 


which bounded the 


said he 


seated himself on 


large stone—* Here,” 


‘was the beloved girl accustomed to sit, looking intently on the 
path by which Lcame every second day to swear an undving love 
And Vincenzo wept, in recalling those dear pleasures and touching 


thi 


ot fail to inspire 


reco 





ons, 0 s sadness Was temp red by that sweetness which 
hope does r 
He ish i aleon tthe little cl here R ] } 
ew ed also to Vis i ittie chamber where Rosal *® passed 


her 








nunocent nights But the s ght of it filed him with many and 
various Impressions Che room was stripped of all its { ire 
not even the little couch remained, on which the quiet sl ers of 
the girl were visited by the golden dreams of love Phere t ( Vv 


on the naked wall, on th 
of 


artment, once adorned wit 


e one side a wooden crucifix, on the other 





she ar 
simple 


an mage the saint whose name gloom of this little 








) furniture and flowers, the si- 





ay 
lence which reigned 
this disturbed the he 
death. “ And if my ived me witha y 
If Rosalia should Ah! fearful thought 
moment he remembered the tears of the old servant, 
depth of the sepulchre seemed to issue the voice of the departed 


t » ' tod i,j ' ] 
Im it, the st st so) ide and dese;rtion, all 


Vincenzo, and spoke to ot 


lece 


irt o 


{ him vaguely 
triend 


7 
And at this 
and from the 


has ¢ ous fraud 


} ' 
pe no more 











ee 


Vincenzo rushed hastily from the cottage in which he had pas 























so many happy hours by the side of the veliest of girls; nor 
retain courage enough to turn for a tarewell look He sux A 
himself on the arm of his fmend, but did yt dare to ques 
The death of Rosalie had become to Vincenzo an appall H 
which he felt an impressive consciousness, but feare: 
certain assurance. —Two months he ren ved in the « 
his friend, without speaking on the subject, continual , 
and takin y scarce ly food enough to sust rt ; 
sto visit the cemetery, he saw a tou tres _— 
or St 1 scattered these flower he grave 2 
and good neighbour, of whose sad fate he had been t Mr 
\ cenzo questioned him dl the mest ruld « ce r 
Lhe th gave him a handful of « vns + My ood 
i ray heaven tor this org and for me t lw \ T 
t ‘ ise ¢ her dé i hence, rush * along s 
De 
v 










































Ihe oO t which first occurred to Vin 20. was t = 
self over the pre e where Rosalie 1 me er x x 
1 reflection, sil Hariv Diended with re ma ove, res 

If 1 pe 1 by my own . wus $ ‘ s ss! 
himselt,) ** I shall be exe ed from the residence ‘ rt 
shall live forever separated from Rosa I surely R 
dwelis that pure spi Vhich wave S la oO ven Vv ‘ \ 
But at the same e could re gt s if 
ouse, or ol lo r Ving in ré $ Am g 
eves, he saw b« re fim tis ow of Ley ie, Which litted its 
summits some eight thousand teet abo 1¢ level o } kc ' 
Opposite snore : 

His resolution was soon formed Retur g to friend— 
know all.” he said, **and | thank you for your well 
kind care I will not attempt my own life—you have my 
pledue But I will no longer remain among me hav tv 
ore 1 suiferer by their abject ssions I wish hence 

secluslon—occt the ts of Rosalie d cde A 
few days which st re iin for me On the rocky s 
none, | select my residence. ‘To-morrow I depart tor there is 
Provide me with what will sutlice for my support dur s 
month Certain am I of not surviving such a length « s 
Is an assignment to vou of the property which my u ‘ 
and this o er paper kes you the heir ol it t is = 
posal Then «¢ racine his frend, who was dissolved . cs 
re turned to the cemetery, where he would have passed 
he not been removed by torce 

With the earliest dawn he departed, and having passed r ” 
Colicum, ascended to the h est Vv re which es on 
side of the mountain. Here having taken a cottage which st $ 
higher up on the mountain, he lured an old woman who r 
his frugal meal A few clothes, the lements of hunt s 
Petrarch constituted all his possessions Armed always w no 
in his defence. he wandered about among those savi clitls, talk n 
of Ros ilic, to the heavens, the snows, the desert sunset 
turned to his cottage and refreshed hunself with 





ht in writing, 


































he passed many hours of the nig “iy 
closed his eve in slumber 
One night the old woman looked in vain for his returt s 
much alarmed, tor she had begat e hi is a . 
and it was hardly day when she ched no 
search of him, fearing that he hac ed the snow S 
tance they followed in his tracks t success; but at st 
fragments of his garments, stained with blood, mformed them u 
sad fate which had betallen the miserable youth Alar 
advanced and found his double-barrelled gun, and | S$ por : 
in the snow, and a e tay ron his body horribly distig a 
foot-p 3 ftwo bears es WW sis Ww which 
tam abounds, icit no doub 8 to the crue! manner of $ ’ 
ppeared, as Well as the ! necrs co d ldge, t 
irprised by the two bears, he had dis« ged his 
them and slightly wounded him, as ippeared trom a tew ¢ $ 
ood that marked his track. The oth tt had appare \ 
l it ai la PsHce al sis t t I met t Ss erated vi t t 
uy him and tore him to preces, drag gy his body some : 
through the snow In e portioho of the rt ate \ T | 
were found t etiers which he had written during his nig ‘ M 
to Rosalie, as if she were still alive, or as if she couk 
them. If ever published, thev wil ow how much the true 
of ission dillers mt cold sty invented by ve ‘ ers 
Ihe father of Vincenzo, who 1 in vain endeavoured 
son from his solitary retreat yr, asa vulgar mind 
of others by ntselt m t have yped—that weariness would 
Irive lum trom his frightful residence—on hearing of his me GEN 
fate, died of remorse, sham Sretchedness 
The example may serve s Narning to st " sw ir 
marriage otf their ¢ dren, ve ird not to ei haj css 
thelr own ioiuen 
AUTUMN, rh 
BY R. ¢ WATERSTON 
Bricur flowers are sinking, \ 
Streamlets are nking, rr 
Now the wide forest is withered and sere 
I uht ck ls are fly gy 
| 
Soft winds are s r, - , 
We w e thoughtf for tumn is near 
Blossoms we chergris ed, r > 
Have withered and perished, of 
Scenes which we smiled on, are yellow and drear 
Feelings of sa ess tes 
{) ershadow our g ess, 
And ake e mind tho , fora mn is near 7 
Thus all that is fairest, . 
y 
And sweetest and rarest 


Must shortly be severed and cal! for a te 
Then let 


Be warm with devotion, 


each emotion, 





nd we will be thoughtful, for autumn is near 
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THE SIMPSON BENEFIT. TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS, {necdote A < 








































































es se! 
‘. ‘ = 5 irc few pers sw i i cd 
47 a large meeting of the friends of Mr. Simpson, convened at “Ion” is snformed thet we have sent his critique to the author of the ¢ ‘ 
5 ro} ’ . ' 1 s strictures are bestowed t throw , ertes ut what are famriar w t s 
istor House on the evening of the eighth of August, Philip upon which hi eS oo wee se” : 
: - . . : ._ o- former mmunication was neg ted “Was” entz s ‘ * very ‘ y « 
ttone, Esq.. was called to the chair, and Daniel Kingsland, Jun A afese % ne wat hod wenwity f 1 a : 
c. F. Hoffman, Esqrs., appointed secretaries. The meeting 1s X.\ nd * Ade eclined,t than \ knowled . me n A 
. » re due to ** ¢ st ‘ e fa ; s ia 
, et | : | rT * he ' . t r Ss & s ‘ \ 
¢ organized, Colonel D. C. Colden, chairman of the primary W_R I Ww aiemuad iat ae meshes of 4 1 he . ; 
' 
ung, read communications from a number of gentlemen not pre- has been lefts s W gret th f } mmun ’ s ‘ ' _ n A rathe 
+ cheerfully tendering their aid and co-operation. On motiono poe Nptrige Ae . ene poe ns t< s 
sent "1 nt ¢ ik somenu f must pub 
~ neral Wetmore, it was “ Resolved, That a letter be addressed to on our table. which sll vecewwe en carly notice R." es wnfors vk valley ’ ‘ 
. , ’ > pr ects r Ir j s ems { 
we Simpson, signed by the members of the general committee, ten- K ure © pred ue J Mr. Dawe } Mr. Samue , \ s ‘ vy cw 
1 . , u-street 
shim a complimentary benefit trom the citizens of New-York, ereeted a ¢ t < wn ¢ 
jthat Mr. Hone be requested to prepare said communication.” ee , a ‘ 
: oer a es , mm e rr aa al + - "Eta > > ‘ " ‘ ‘ 
The following is the correspondence with Mr. Simpson : THE NEW-YORK MIRKOR. short time afters ' ; 
New-} September 1, 1838 — = a — : 
nent ’ \ 
Dear SIR mas a committee of your fellow-citi 8, , > ‘p > oo . 
DEAR ; bie a SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 22, 1838 ence t the same 
. sre de ymmen nt of a new theatrical season ie : 
you a complimentary benefit, at the theatre which has : - 
” } Vat s/f —A romantick story s bec ou ( the eleme s L his, t ‘ 
nahed so long under your judicious management 
. : die af + ore , j 1 +} ' on « 
Nearly thirty vears have elapsed since you first appeared, a su rounds « e pal ol a ct ew ghtec cir ) l neve ‘ c« 
. ’ +} . n ’ r { *nlash ‘ tlemar | ‘ st nt 
ssful candidate for the favour of the New-York publick, in the | Other on the wreck of the Pulask he oF ¢ 8 é ve ‘ 
+t of Harry Dornton, in Holcroft’s popular comedy of “The Road made to save the lady's life, but on reaching the shore he finds t vont! L wont doit! If the A 
Ruin.” The selection of this part, then in the possession of he has lost his valise, and with it the last dollar he has ‘ s own « ‘ ) 
New-York’s favourite actor, Mr. Cooper evidence of a proper, With a generosity, that would have done honour to Sir ¢ es — 
: e ’ 4 
nfidence in your own abilities, which was justified by the verdict Grandiaon. he waits upon his ladye-love, informs her of his destitute i I 
pronounced, and subsequently repeated on every suitable occa- | gj on end. tax s hand un 5 heart. o a a © s stances Talley : 
while you continued on the stage. But the compliment which from her rash engagement “ made ae are rs } $, as Fre ve 
we now tender to you is not intended to express our opinion of your ag conve erfes 1 of 
* . : ocean, cradied by the briny wave 1 re ed under the herce be s 
sas an actor, but as a mark of personal friendship and a test : A “ea — . . 
= . ° ot t aimeost Vv rticai sun _ wher pon t! iM | rows i ‘ 
of our ungualified approval of the manner in which the prin : = seas. . , 
| on . > ne lady » oh Ricans th j the hero s arms, weeps a food Of tears, taiks © ve unalterabie, 
{ utre of our city ! en concucted during the ton penoa . ; —. é a a ‘ e , V Ml 2 
P Pat res " rt ) ri ‘ vw 
twenty-eight years, ¢ the er part of which you have © erested ane way D 
. f ¢, she was ve 
ne of its lessees, and durir whole period, manager. max, informs her admirer that she is worth two hundred thons 
: é oe t eroit M1 
{ complimentary benefit is the mode which has been usually dollars Fhis announcement seems to produce a very s . . 
1 ’ . ‘ 1 i? 
to express the opinion of the publick in favour of merito- remarkable change in the gentleman's fet s. He tries t ‘ 
s individuals connected with the stage as authors, or actors; and ¢alm and philosophical, but it w tdo He ts quite ove P © me er f ‘ 
such appeals a liberal community have ever given a cheerful re- that Jast shot has done his b ess. Of « e he vy I< ' wes ¢ ' 
sponse, Whenever circumstances of pecumary necessity furnished a upon much pers The counl ’ y ' + pe whos 
m upon publick benevolence, or an exemplary discharge of pro , Pipe a. : , ae ? D ”? a « ed 
: ; + igs: whether the lady insist y 
fessional duty called for a testimonial of publick approbation. You a RE OR ands ent ido é ve \ | \ 
: settied upo erself, the 1 s ; o or Sa 1 the 
ve happily no claim on the first ground. But if the most unre ; , ‘ 
, } , other particulars of story are nartated w an air of t 
lf exertions to contribute to the rauional amusement of our cu 3 , 
, innt ss guite lud ous : ’ 
ys in the management of your theatre, by employing native and | MHuren — ‘ 
ring foreign talent of the highest order—if the most scrupu- 
4 ; ; ; rrr | ] rt fat : ‘ ‘ 
. ; eB » Ad r states Ss ge ‘ i 
s care to preserve the purity and refinement of the legitimate Ris *—The I Adve 
. eit ‘ e ' s sen. chr the ‘ 
rama from the inroads of immorality, or the corruptions of vitiated ice the year ISZo Lak ' . ’ 
iste—and the furnishing, in your own person, an example of [ast three years, six icet and ¢ t inches; and that on the first of ence I 
nourable conduct and correct deportment, so well calculated to July the water was two é er, making a rise of six feet me ‘ ‘ 
neiliate the favourable opinion of the most fastidious, be considered ten inches. Lake En the same period has risen four fee wre ‘ 
sufficient t to such a distinction, we feel fully warranted in of- rise of the lakes k plac the cold and wet seas¢ ‘ ] y 
' 
nog, and trust you will not hesitate in accepting, this compliment and 17. i from t ‘ ' ' or . . 
— . ws Mn = ' wall / ( i 
A committee of our number has been appointed to make arrange of 1818. the water receded two feet. In the succece — 
te { . » “— to ly l cont th " ! pre ‘ iM ‘ 
s for carrying this object into eflect, who will confer with you + continued to fall until 1821, after which year it r : ia ; 
most suitable time, and other matters connected with the 1226 j P s ! ( 
. stationary unt LS vo s fluctuation 1 st cause tne 
fit. We are, sir, with sentunents of respect and fnendship, your . y ‘ { ‘ 
nience the watio ot w ves mi s es l e fact t t ri 
it servants, prepare , < 
] Astor Philip Hone ( D. Stror waters have continued to rise ur the prese s er, proves i 
M'l J I " Charles De I st, 1 much greater degree of rain mus ve f t t the eat 
\ M. Price, Alban G. Smith Beverly R ; ; rative. B t 
Hofienes W oe a s, W Cag pare ‘ is es est ikes W wate \ \ : i 
Morris, Duncan C. Pell, Robert Emmet she ereetern border of our state. Here the « of , the 
M. Noa C. B. Tappan, \ Kent ‘ ga , 
re Halleck, frEpes S t 1. D. Stevensor st year has been ss, we believe, thar any year w tl , \ : 
G eL.l ‘ i sE.1 Sy ast twenty ; 
i + Henry I McP — the const vet we « ' 
I Ml J es W.¢ ard, (a ls ker, 
<P.H un. \“ H R | E \ f a Wi y ol lew des st teane ‘ ‘ 
3 z 2” Y ‘ nd y . it pat s the follow r picture Sterne's Ca ve i wv it ea ‘ 
We i e Brow W | ett, 
eur S. B Alen G. Anders P. S. Townse It is evidently f of one who sat fo s own } ( ‘ N 8 
1 . \ ! s ~ } } ‘ 4 
M . haa D M. — } Ww. Ww Country ¢ or seat a three-legged s ( ea reke ‘ re scone I 
‘ 
| kwell, ID iN Jun Ww »WoS pine tab mas . n. ¢ eavouring to pe etrate ay ‘ « W ‘ 
Ss. 1 t s Ves a) N s : ‘ 
F.\ A J . tad ’ i on the blessings ‘ rried state, while his yo pe ' r Wi 
rt “ I. Staples, ‘ s A. Ste —a sourkrout-< sitior ‘ of tenn Bt ( ‘ 
M « . Gerard H. Costar, J 1 i n , 
v | rR I : il Ree ue murder s < ot he evlects ero 
\ 1. H. Van Alc ‘ Lb . forts to co ‘ her bonnet s t . 
s W. Sandl R. ¢ \ A / fof ; / l 
{ r ly 
M. We I ¥yG.s ns, en Brust shio d re cs é‘ 
Watson W O. Sargent, F. Purdy ae vietieal Mrs. I ce, the ‘ 
Sonn. WT — 1< . , > OX 
New-¥ Nepte 8, 1838 I irts.—The e Nile arrived at Boston from I ’ 
Gexttemen—I this day received your kind and flattering commu- porn. has brought a v i con tion i _ . f I 
! ) ’ eth ‘a mi tee Oo ! { ) ze! ' , ‘ t ri 
iforming me that comnu f my ‘llow-« is ar the Athenwum, presented by George Brimmer, Esq., now in Eure I 
srous, at the commencement of a new theatrical season, to giv r . : y : limes ( (j 
er s “am n the same vessel two casts of the yloss marble 
nplunentary benefit at that theatre w h (you have 1 cbiccarmedapssns oy ’ ; 
; ‘ . : of Day and Nicht, the originals by M vel Ange , yw int ye 
8s to remark) has flourished so long under my management ; s = one ng 7 on p 
I wt but feel t value of so | ind distinguished an honour, © rch of St. N plas, at Florence [hey are the origi cast , 
regret that Fam not more worthy of it. During the long period | ¥Sed in executing copies In marble of those celebrated meces of st ; . 
env r ! t } rit but the: | tuarv for the king of the French, and are es r 7 el Me we ea Phe r ‘ 
rin your service, I can boast of no merit but it which ar I 
‘ ; , . } ° ] . ! t t 
ve been good enough to assign to me, namely, “unremitted kins of Boston, by the «is ushed American ¢ ptor, EH ) 
j ' ” ctor . | A rT t 
x ns to contribute to the rational amusement of the publick Greenough 
tr comme ‘ ott irce hie miblick sr | ‘ yet 
mm neement of my career that pi Hck has mac it to Wine Bxoves The I Ll Print ( = of Thon - 
work of love; it has constantly aided my humble efforts; its , 
} ately publish. s ‘ ot ei iv oI i ‘ 
ss has smoothed my path, supported me in every trial; and 
’ hle to t _ i skill of artists , | . 
I forget it, memory must cease to be a y of nund : . — 7 . , . yi ‘ 
P font rtr @ ¢ R er ) t 
. ptt compliment with the most sincere gr ude, an ss tuen S ° » Coe . , 1 
ppy to meet a committee to make arrangements for that Glaration of Independence, and of all the President e 1k seve ‘ 
Tpose, at any period that may suit their convemence With feel tion, and the fac similes of the signatures attached t t—togethe Bois de Bo ‘ i 
Sof respect, and many thanks for the kind and flattering terms with the arms of all the states, and of the I ed States, ac eT was 
i xou have communicated with me, permit me to subscril reduced and engrave the whole surrot d w 1 handsor a n ‘ 
seit, gentlemen, yours most obe E. Simpson npropriate border Sir as y ‘ nm 
1 s. Philip Hone, Esq. and others —— — - ae r 
: - a : Croton Aqueduct.—The work “ gues bravely on.” There are | ¢,, — . a te a 
T nefit will take place next Thursday evening, on which oc-| , ; ; f . A pea 
, _ full four thousand men emp loved on the tine of the cde Lbout shone is e heen or 
s 1 brihant entertamment wi e given, many stars having a . . 1 = ‘ ‘ 
; ss ®) »f the sectios will be ynpleted this tal he ce miss ers = acne , . ‘ » 
' red their valuable services. Cards of admission may be pro- x af the set . rae. . ee - turn, bat I 
p F wot ' . vill now proceed to contract for the * low bridge” across the en 
red of any of the above committee, or on application at this office. | WY! POW procees ; hades: oe ain rege - : 
River, according to the original plan The whole, when finished. The land of s rriea \ recs , 
> : 3 - i ie oa a so ng ork » the nited States } ? of strawhber » *? { save ‘ft 
Natiosat tHeatre.—The arrival of James Wallack, th< popular | WH! be the most costly and magnificent work in the | ed State land of st € He V ‘ 
manager of this establishment, has given a new impulse to its The water is soft and pellucid—as grateful to: the palate as it is well while you travel—their smell and sight 
afairs. The season promises to be a thriving one. adapted. te the purposes of washing In fact they are the only fruit I have not 
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TAKE BACK THE VIRGIN PAGE. 
THE WORDS WRITTEN BY THOMAS MOORE--MUSICK ARRANGED BY SIR JOHN STEVENSON. 
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Take back the oir “gin page, and —-*% writ-ten still; Some calm and sage, e Freak must fil. Thoughts come as pure oo Pure as ec’en you re-quire; 
White un- hand more The as light, 
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THIRD VERSE.—Haply,. when from those eyes FOURTH VERSE.—And, as the records are, 
Far, far away. I roam, Which wand’ring seamen keep, 
t s arise Led by their hidden star, 
e Through winter's deep; 
So may the words I write 
Vv through what st ms I stray, 
Thor ghts that not bur nm, but shine, You still the unseen light, 
> , iding my way! 


SECOND VERSE.- 









-Vet let me p ieee 
» imy 
its leaves I 










Like you, too bright and fair 
let wild passio 
ng Wish 








Perer PARLEY CaNonizeD.—In the journal of Rev. Mr. Perkins, Tue rrisa nowt.—Baron Smith thus beautifully d 


Miscellany. American missionary to the Nestorians in Persia, published in the | mournful ery peculiar to Ireland, denominated the Irish how! 
last number of the Missionary Herald, Mr. Perkins states that he 1s | “(Cail it wild and dismal, if you please; but do not stigmatiz 
Song, in the new farce of “ A Great Mistake, or, rather, an Errour,” written | © RARE d in translating Peter Parley'’s Geography into the Persian with the « pithet of ‘howl’ When its roughnesses, and chromatick 
by John St. Hugh Mills language * While engaged in this work,” he savs, * some of the 
assistant translators soberly inquired of me whether Peter Parley 


escribes tha 


or other discords, are softened by distance, and, as it wer 
n the open air, it comes with a dying fall of inexpressible } 


ness upon the ear. It is, I confess, an echo, a paraphras 


Here's to the land of the brave and the free, 
Ever ready the rights of the just to defend ; 
Columbia, thou fair one, my prayer is for thee ; 


was not one of the American saints ; statir @ that, as they thought, 


such boundless knowledge as his book displayed, could be pos- a. al 2 
world's lame nt; but, on the score of sweetness, it is an ex 








. } , 1} in » 1 » 
Guard to the weak—to the stranger a friend. sessed by no mortal less than a saint; and they were quite sur- to my dislike of copies. Itis a song of this world sadly floating’ 
prised, when I informed them that the author of this book is not ‘O MY Gisiike oF Copies. whee. tagdaectenar eng despre 
Never, no, never shall tyranny’s heel . only not canonized, but is still living, and is not yet a very old man.” @0other, or a song of other worlds, addressed by Grief to this 
Tread on thy banner of stripes now unfurled ; We reckon Mr. Goodrich would prefer the substantial advantages Some of its melancholy cadences resemble those of a drowsy 


To the eagle and stars shall thy enenes kneel, 


| juivocal honour of this premature nurse’s lullaby; and thus we may be said, in Ireland, to enter oa 
Thou mistress of truth and hope of the world, 


ot hving bis time out, to the eq 
canonization and retire from life in a song.” 

With Justice thy motto and Freedom thy right, Very runny —An infirm old gentleman was fo e Jewish process of divorce is 
Sull peace is thy wish, for no blood-hound art thou; moaning sadly at something lost ** What's the matter, sir!” said short, and unattended with expense Each party enters the s 


Yet territick, when roused in the battle to fight, the fellow.—* Oh sir, a villain just stole my gold-laced hat from my rogue, attended by two ests, wh alter stating the 





und by a rogue, JEWISH MARRIAGE DIVORCE.— 








Quick in thy vengeance and deadly thy blow, head, and ran away with it.’—* Why don’t you run after him? difference, the wornan ts ul is Willing to part wit 
Then fill high the cup—fill, fill to the brim, ked the rogue.—* Bless your he art, Sir I can't run atall—I can | husbar d, and on answer ie tive he e throws at her the 
For a toast we will drink —'tis our duty; hardly walk.”—* The deuse vou can't,” said the rogue, “and he stole bill of divorcement, each spitting in the other's face, and ex 
Here's to the fairest of lands we live in your hat !"—* Yes, he did, sir." —** And you can’t run !"—* NotI.” ing, “ cursed be they who shall wish to bring us together.” 
To the brave—to the free—and to beauty. ** Nor catch him ?’—* No.’—* Then here goes for vour wig ?” and VatvanLe Fact.—Dissolve a quantity of pearl-ashes in a ves 
<< P accordingly pulling off that thatch for the head, the fellow went off with water, and as soon as it dissolv. s, which will be in a few 


. . } . hot A ie } . hia 
Hearne savce.—A Belgium paper relates a capital story of a Ke &@ shot, al d the old bald as a coote. 
celebrated florist, residing near Amsterdam, who lately received a Apvick TO A YOUNG MEMBER OF PARLIAMENT.—“ Attend to busi- Whatever burning wood it is played on, will be extinguis aif 


rentieman was left a , : 
ee " ? ments, mix a pail full with the ws sae in the engine pretty 


present of a barrel of herrings, the first of the season, and as highly ness,” (said Mr. Wilberforce, late in life, to a friend, on entering the dipped in water, and will not burn afresh in the part extinguish 
srized in Dutchland as the first salmon in New-England. He was House of Commons,) “and do not seek occasions of display: if you : 

, Harp times —A man being in Albany with a scow boat g 
so much pleased on the arrival of the savoury supply, that he not have a tuen for speaking, the proper time will come. Let speaking — geyen thousand watermellons for four bundred dollars. w 





only gave the bearer a piece of silver, but added one of the herrings | take care of itself. [never go out of the way to speak, but make | gold along the canal at an average of twenty cents each. t 
) ld along the canal at an averag nts each, t 











to make his breakfast upon. The man, in going away, observed on — myself acquainted with the business; and then, if the debate pass izing about one thousand dollars in less than a week. 
» ledve Ps wte. u state of a ” Jjoor { li ° , 1 
the ledge of a window a quantity of roots, in a state of germination, my door, I step out and join it A sincucar ract.—An English butcher asserts as a sing 
which he took for onions thrown away, and which he fancied would KNOWLEDGE OF A GoD * The Mussulmen writers speak Of an act, that he has invariably found the shoulder of a sheep to be ex 
make a good accompaniment to his fish. He therefore took a hand ignorant Arab, who, being asked how he knew anything of the ex- actly one-tenth of the weight of its whole body, and he w 
* - ) ' i . ; : | ! ‘ , ' ; , 
ful of them, and sat himself down to make his meal. He was istence of a God! rephed, * Just as [know by the tracks in the | sell by that criterion 
! +} y re | ’ ‘ ' r ‘ 
eating and grumbling at the want of flavour in his onions, when M, |) Sac whether a man or beast has passed there, so when I survey the THE DIAL. 
- : , . : he a with ite bricht etara. a e +} th its production } 
Van D. came to him, half-furions, seized him by the throat and ac ave vith its bright stars, and the earth with its productions, do Tie ahead 1 the dial’s fac 
I feel the existence and power of God.’ ” This shadow on the dial’s face, 
° i ty Lis ‘ai rf nn ~~ ' 
cused him of stealing and eating his ots, worth one thousand “ ral , That steals, from day to day. 
francs a-piece! The poor fellow could only plead his total ignorance INTERESTING TRADITION AMONY THE aRans.—“ It is curious to With slow, unseen, unceasing pace, 
dik Ghia: Gnd the encase sénatenr wen oblized ta tet hia ao. with | OO that at this ve y day, and in all times, and all ages, the _Momen s, and months, and years away; 
curses long and deep ut his ind aun petit wandering children of the bondwoman have fultitied their destiny, s shadow, which, mm every clime, 
: g i pi 18 Indiserimimn g appetite , ; P ' 1 
. that ‘Their hand should be against every man, und every man’s Since light and motion first began, 
Tue winn.—With what a spirit-like voice does the wind soar over} seimat th . Hath held its course sublime— 
hand against them Wi MoM 
{ han this earth! Its earliest hymn is low, soft ar ! ’ hat is it Mortal man, 
and haunt th rth! Its earl ymn is low, soft and holy, like Wet witr.—A_ backwoodsman, in undertaking to describe the oe 






. - at ae ee = a eee : P : the scythe of Time 
the breathing of an infantin a dream; but its ton awaken soon habits of the gentry, said —* They eat so late at thev must ai shadow only to the eye 
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to louder echoings, and all the spirits of the air rejoice around it, | ways be hungry. ‘They have their dinner at eight o'clock im the It levels all beneath the sky. 
with the loud shoutings of an aetal hosannah. Thus it goes on, | evening, and don’t eat their s pper tll after breakfast in the . — 
careering from one boundary to the other of the realms of space, morning.” 

st } vrent and 2 : \ hi -« an . aia , P shedevery Saturday, at No 1, Bar y-street, nextto t 
rejoicing with a great and exceeding joy, in the wild and untiring Texan compiiment.—* Captain,” said a rough looking personage, Broadway. Terms, Five Dollars per annum, payable, mn cases, in 3 
swiftness of its fight. Butit hath also a voice for the storms, wild, | 7 don't wish to hurt your feelings, but you surely stole that barre| Yaace. All letters must be post-paid, and directed to the eait 
savage and lonely, screaming and shneking, and shattering the of flour.’ Up to the latest accounts, the captain was inquiring of -—- 
wearied air with the terrour and wo of its mighty blastings. all his frends whether the atlront or the apology were the greater Scott and Co. Printers, Corner of John and Gold-streets 








